Valparaiso University

ValpoScholar
The Cresset (archived issues)
12-1970

The Cresset (Vol. XXXIV, No. 2)
Valparaiso University

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholar.valpo.edu/cresset_archive
Part of the Arts and Humanities Commons, and the Public Affairs, Public Policy and Public
Administration Commons
This Full Issue is brought to you for free and open access by ValpoScholar. It has been accepted for inclusion in
The Cresset (archived issues) by an authorized administrator of ValpoScholar. For more information, please
contact a ValpoScholar staff member at scholar@valpo.edu.

December, 1970

THE CRESSET
a rev1ew of literature, the arts, and

public

affairs

In Luce Tua

By DON A. AFFELDT

Comment on Current Issues

Making Sense ofAristotle and Education
Aristotle said that All Men by Nature Desire To
Know.
Maybe so. Maybe not.
In any case, it does not follow from this dictum that
Billy Finch will want on Wednesday to know that 7 plus
11 equals 18. Nor that Marie Comstock will next semester want to discover the patterns of behavior typical of
minority groups in Chicago.
And it does not follow from this dictum that Billy or
Marie will value knowledge above all things else. All
men by nature desire to eat. Yet only a few fatties make
of life a constant meal.
Indeed, it is conceivable that the desire of which Aristotle speaks may be satisfied by a single epistemic encounter. So much the worse for epigrammatic wisdom.
It may be well, before madly inferring all sorts of
truths about all men and their education from Aristotle's claim, to recall the axe he was grinding. His initial support for the claim that all men by nature desire
to know is, curiously enough, the observation that people delight in sensory stimuli of all sorts. Now knowledge is, presumably, the end product or the desired
goal of sensory stimuli. Knowledge is, as Aristotle would
have it, the purpose of sensory titillation. Thus the fact
that people like to see different things, hear different
sounds, taste lots of tastes, indicates to Aristotle that
people are preoccupied with the product of such sensory stimuli, that is, knowledge.
I fear Aristotle was wrong on this point. To suppose
that the "natural purpose" of anything is the persons
purpose is a fallacy. The "natural purpose" of the heart
is, let us grant, to circulate the blood. The heart, however, does not desire to circulate the blood. It just does
it. Beat. Beat. Beat.
We can grant that knowledge comes through sensory
input (and perhaps through other things as well) and
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that, in general, people desire sensory stimulation. But
we need not grant that people desire knowledge. They
may just desire sensory stimulation. Any more basic
interest or concern may simply be untrue of them.
Suppose, then, that we soften Aristotle's claim. Let us
suppose that All Men By Nature Desire To Believe.
The difference, of course, is that what one believes
may well be false, without this fact in the least undermining a man's claim to believe it. Knowledge, on the
other hand, precludes the possibility of falsity. So we
ask: Is it true that all men by nature desire to believe
various things, or lots of things, or as many things as
they can?
Of course not. What a silly claim to make about humans. What possible interest could people have in the
mere accumulation of beliefs? None of us thinks that he
who has the most beliefs about matters of fact has somehow realized his nature or potential more fully than
have those of us with fewer beliefs. The having of beliefs is not an intrinsically valuable thing.
There may be some dispute about this. Some might
claim that it is better to have some beliefs, no matter
what they are, than to have none at all. The line of
thought here appears to be that believing something requires the taking of a stand, and it is better that a person
take some stands (no matter how wrong they are) than
that he take none at all.
It does not require much thought to counter such a
feeble argument. It is quite apparent that a man who
believes, say, that all Jews are deserving of death is
hardly to be preferred to a man who is totally devoid
of beliefs (if such a man be possible). What virtue is
there in believing what is wrong, or positively evil, as
against believing nothing whatever?
It seems, then, that from Aristotle's initial datum for
his dictum we can conclude nothing more than what
that datum itself indicates: namely, All Men By Nature
Desire to Experience Sensory Stimulation. Not a very
helpful observation, maybe, even if it is true.
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The Pedagogical Upshot
But perhaps there is something valuable in this observation. Especially for those of us in the knowledge
game - teachers, scholars, students.
I reemphasize that Aristotle's initial thesis - that
All Men By Nature Desire To Know - is open to serious question . Educational traffic on this thesis is , accordingly, prohibited or, at the very least, dangerous.
We cannot assume that the persons presented to us for
the purpose of education desire to know what we (think
we) have to teach them.
But we all knew that. Only the most unregenerate
Aristotelian professor would possibly retain , after his
first day in the classroom, the view that those bodies
spread before him contained minds eager for knowledge. Our common experience is just the opposite.
People learn (and hence know) only grudgingly, painstakingly, gradually. That they learn at all is most often
attributable simply to the diligence and hardmindedness of their instructors. Surely, the learning they do
acquire is all their own. That, however, is a matter of
definition and not a solid basis for demeaning the efforts of their teachers.
Back, then, to Aristotle's Lesson For Today. People
Like Sensory Stimulation. But it's very difficult to find
much sensory stimulation in most classrooms.
Hold on. I'm not going to be urging that our classrooms be turned into multi-media playgrounds.
(Though, come to think of it, that does sound like fun.)
No. I'm enough of an Aristotelian to have a care as to
the upshot, the purpose, of our sensory appeals. We are
in the knowledge game. Even if our students don't want
knowledge; even if people generally don't want knowledge; even if knowledge is, taken all in all, not that
valuable; still, it's what we're about. It's our goal and
stock in trade .
Accordingly, we teachers must confess the grave difficulties which confront us in the lack of desire on the part
of so many students to learn what we have to teach. What
to do about it? One can strike a humorless bargain. The
desire to learn will not be required. Instead, the student
need only periodically produce artifacts (papers , reports, test scores) which, it is colluded, will pass for
products of a genuine desire to learn. No questions
asked; no quarter given ; and may the computer which
does so well at toting up credits also continue to spew
out faculty paychecks at least once a month.
4

There is another possibility: a curiously Aristotelian
one. The instructor might bend every effort to "delight
the senses" of his students, and count on "nature" to take
its course in parlaying these sensory delights into genuine knowledge . The educator, as well as the scientist
or technician, might properly make nature work for
him. Paths of least resistance might well be the best
paths of all .
What sensory delights, you ask, can we produce? We
might better ask : What sensory delights can we obviously not produce, and thus not delude ourselves into
thinking that we can produce? For example: Good lectures are scarce commodities on college campuses, yet
lectures abound. A good lecture is a happy blend of
mental and bodily skills. In extremely rare cases, a lecturer deficient in one of these skills will be able, because
of surplus in the other skill, to match the work of a more
evenly gifted colleague. But most of us would be welladvised to view ourselves as being neither so balanced
nor so exquisitely unbalanced. Which means, probably,
that we ought not to lecture.
But discussion-leading, no less than lecturing, is an
art at which only a few teachers are very good - good
enough to delight the senses of their students. Discussions can be more boring than the most boring lecture.
They offer no easy out for a teacher honest enough to
doubt his lecturing.
What, then , am I urging ? A little realism. Realism
about why those bodies happen to be before us in the
classroom on a given day. Realism about the stimulation
we do or do not provide for those bodies in that class
period. Realism about our own confessed goals and
purposes.
A great many of the students who come to college
have no clear idea about what their educational wants
are. These students are not, of course, without general
wants. They have as many wants as any other person
their age, and wants of roughly the same sort as others
their age . The mere fact that these students come to
college, then, indicates neither a difference of wants
nor a greater number of wants than those possessed by
their non-collegiate peers. They just happen to be in
college. Perhaps they see college as a means, or as a
necessary condition, for whatever it is they want, supposing that there is something they want to which
college-going will contribute. But this ill-defined recognition or belief does not spell a general difference
of wants between collegiate and non-collegiate types .
Consider next just those students - a relatively small
number- whose vocational goals, say, are quite clearly
defined. Even such persons need have no very welldeveloped or keenly ordered set of wants. A student
says, "I want to be a doctor." Does it follow from this
that he or she wants to study chemistry? Math? English
composition? Not at all.
The Cresset
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Coming to our Senses
Of course, one can try to make people want, say, to
study English composition. We make perfectly clear to
them either that the skills there offered are absolutely
requisite to doing well what one does in fact want to do
or simply point out that if they don 't get those
skills, they will not ever end up in the professional slot
they aspire to. But people can be amazingly resistant to
both rational and prudential appeals. Wants are not
programmable, nor conjurable at will.
What, then, shall a man do to sensorily stimulate his
students? I have no blueprint in mind , nor any very
helpful suggestions from my own limited personal experience. I'm raising a challenge to myself as much as
to any other teacher. But some general comments seem
appropriate. In particular, we might begin to think of
the scheduled meeting times (or places) allotted to
classes or courses as one of the main resources at our

·'

disposal in working on certain intellectual problems.
The time periods are a resource in the sense that these
are occasions on which all of the participants in a class
have no other, prior commitments. They are free at
these times to devote themselves to the academic task
at hand. What uses might they make of this freedom?
It goes without saying that this freedom is probably
not best used by gathering all together and listening, by
and large passively, to some one person. The possibilities of sensory stimuli in such a setting are absolutely
minimal. Almost any other form of human activity
offers more richness and variety than this.
I close on that negative note. The positive alternatives will take a lot of hard thinking, and probably a
good bit of trial and error. But if the old system wasn't
all that good, nothing very important seems risked in
pursuing new approaches. And if we are really concerned about the purpose of our being together in an
academic community, nothing less than constant devotion to the most effective means of accomplishing our
purposes is acceptable.
Who knows. Maybe students are not the only persons
who have been systematically sensorily stultified with
old and easy approaches to education. Maybe their
teachers have begun to fall asleep to the sound of their
own voice talking. Maybe a bit of Aristotelian sensationalism is in order. If knowledge can't come without
it, maybe with it is a good place to begin.

On Second Thought
When we say that the first and basic sin is the attempt
to live without God, we are too easily escaping into
cliche. I can agree that it is true, except that I do not
know what it means. The man who uses the phrase seems
to mean that sin is living as though we could get by with
anything we wanted to do, as though no one were watching. Deeper than that, he seems to mean that sin is
"doing the kind of things I would not do, because I
have the kind of God I have."
As I read the Bible and history, men who exploited
and lusted and hated and killed all said "We have God.
God is with us." Joshua destroyed Jericho in the name
of God, and the Moabite king sacrificed his eldest son
to his god to escape from Israel. The Romans persecuted
the Christians to keep their gods, the Christians launched their bloody crusades in the name of God. Heretics
were tortured and burned, witches were drowned, slaves
were bought and sold, the poor were oppressed and the
"heathen" exploited in the name of God. Letters to the
editors of newspapers and magazines today seldom mention the name of God unless they want to justify hate
and repression and violence.
Not everyone who says "God, God " is in the kingdom
of heaven. Nor is everyone who says "I do not know
December, 1970
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what God means" in the outer darkness of sin. Jeremiah
was condemned for speaking against God by those who
faithfully worshiped God. Jesus was crucified as a blasphemer by those who kept the Temple sacred. Most of
us who worship God in church every Sunday hide from
the poor and the crying; the lonely and the sick and the
hungry. It may be true that sin is the attempt to live
without God. But we who sin most cruelly also say that
we are trying to live with God.
No one has ever committed an unjustified sin, because we justify all that we do. "God" is the word we use
to justify ourselves, and we must have that word by us
in order to live with ourselves. The record shows that
many who say the word "God" say it in order to get by
with anything they want to do.
The important word is not "God" but "Jesus." Sin is
not "trying to live without God," but rather "living as
though God were not like Jesus Christ." That has been
our fundamental sin ever since we chose, in the Garden
of Eden, the tree of Law and Order. It will continue to
be our fundamental sin until we all together learn that
there is forgiveness even for those who claim they are
doing good.
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Laughter, Freedom, and the Spirit
By NELVIN VOS
Department of English
Muhlenberg College
Allentown, Pennsylvania

Kierkegaard, that patron saint of all who are serious
about the comic, concludes the first section of Either/Or
with a little parable:
Something wonderful has happened to me. I was
carried up into the seventh heaven. There all the
gods sat assembled. By special grace I was granted
the favor of a wish. 'Will you,' said Mercury, 'have
youth, or beauty, or power, or a long life, or the
most beautiful maiden, or any of the other glories
we have in the chest? Choose, but only one thing.'
For a moment I was at a loss. Then I addressed myself to the gods as follows: 'Most honorable contemporaries, I choose this one thing, that I may always
have the laugh on my side.' 1 (There's a response to
this request, but that will wait until the conclusion
of this article.)
My purpose in this article is to suggest still another
definition of that term which obsesses contemporary
thought, "freedom.'' I take freedom to mean the willingness not to claim the last laugh for one's self. Either
party, whether man and man, man and deity, may be
given the last laugh. But to claim it from the beginning
for one's self destroys the freedom of the other. He who
laughs last, does laugh best since he actually has truth
on his side. Yet, if the right to the last laugh is insisted
upon, truth will most likely lose out since pride and
general feelings of superiority, rather than the truth of
the matter, will dominate the interchange. Such human
pride becomes a bondage which enslaves a man to his
ego. Only a laugh which is open to the possibility of
being the second-to-the-last laugh is the laugh that shall
make you free.
Using the motifs of freedom and bondage in relation
to laughter as my running themes, I would like to explore some comic dimensions of theology, particularly
in the doctrine of the Holy Spirit. In doing so, I would
hope to clar.ify the price that is paid to wish "that I may
always have the laugh on my side."
In the twelfth century, Joachim of Flora (c. 1135-1202),
an Italian monk of the Cistercian order, suggested that
history could be conceived on a trinitarian modeJ.2
The first epoch, said Joachim, in his Expositio in Apocalypsim was the epoch of God the Father. The Old Testament is the record of the attempt to define and circumscribe the action of the Father. What is dominant during
this era is the Law; what is revealed is the sovereignity
of the Father.
The Biblical images concerning the laughter of God,
6

I submit, confirm this understanding. His laughter, says
the Psalmist, is at the wicked. "He that sitteth in the
heavens shall laugh: the Lord shall have them in derision" (Psalm 2:4). Above all, God is not to be laughed
at. God is not mocked, and clearly, He laughs with no
one. Man needed to be liberated from the law, and one
of the laws from which he needed to be free was the law
of "No laughter allowed." For man appeared to be in
bondage when the Father insisted on the last laugh.
Joachim's second epoch was the epoch of the Son, the
epoch of grace and redemption. Beginning in the New
Testament, believers attempted to define and describe
the action of the Son. The early Church, especially in
its Councils, hammered out the doctrine of the nature
of Christ, and the medieval theologians and philosophers continued the efforts to describe the work of the
atonement. The Reformation with its catechisms and
canons was both the culmination and the beginning of
the end of the epoch. The Gospel which had begun in
openness and surprise was now rather carefully formulated and quite rigidly described in dogmas.
Within the Biblical accounts of the Son, however, is
resource for a theology of the comic. The Son continues the God-like judgment of laughing at. His target
is usually the Pharisees, and He, in sarcasm and irony of
parable and proverb, ridicules their pretentiousness
and mocks their posturing.
But the unique contribution of Christ in this context
is that he gave up the prerogative of the last laugh. He
emptied himself, even of the last laugh. During his
life, men were dubious of his claims, and laughed him
to scorn when he said Jairus' daughter was not dead, but
merely sleeping. And in his trial and on the cross, the
scoffing became more violent as the enemies of Christ
realized not only that he must die, but also that he must
be ridiculed so men would not take him seriously. The
cry is for comedy: "Now the men who were holding
Jesus mocked him and beat him; they also blindfolded
him and asked him, "Prophesy! Who is it that struck
you?" (Luke 22:63-64). The attempt is to persuade men
that Christ is a clown. And Christ accepted the role; He
was willing to be laughed at.
Cezanne, and especially Rouault, have suggested this
image of Christ as clown in their paintings, and the
Protestant Pavilion at the 1966 World's Fair in New
York also depicted Christ as jester in the film The Parable. The contemporary dramatist, Michel de Ghelderode, in his play of 1928, Barabbas, has perhaps exploited most suggestively the role of the clown as the
The Cresset

crucified one. When the clown appears, dressed in a red
robe and crowned with dead branches, Barabbas insists
that, by crucifying the clown, he "shall grandly play
the most baleful of farces, the most philosophical of
entertainments." 3 And in Harvey Cox's The Feast of
Fools, still further harlequin elements in the Biblical
portrait of Christ are set forth:
Like the jester, Christ defies custom and scorns
crowned heads. Like a wandering troubador he has
no place to lay his head. Like the clown in the circus
parade, he satirizes existing authority by riding
into town replete with regal pageantry when he has
no earthly power. Like a minstrel he frequents
dinners and parties. At the end he is costumed by
his enemies in a mocking caricature of royal paraphernalia. He is crucified amidst sniggers and
taunts with a sign over his head that lampoons his
laughable claim. 4

The Lord of the Dance
The creedal formulations and the traditional conceptions of Christ as Sacrifice or as Teacher or as Judge
are burst apart with the bold and scandalous claim that
Christ is Harlequin, a real clown.
If Christ is clown, then His promise to send the Spirit
to comfort us might well be fulfilled in the coming of
the Comic Spirit, more commonly known as the Holy
Spirit.
Back to Joachim for a moment. His third epoch, of
course, was the epoch of the Holy Spirit. He saw an age
of creativity in his future, or, as Bett comments, the new
era was to be marked by "the attributes of the Spirit, as
love, liberty, and joy."" Perhaps one can say that if the
Father is dead, if not buried, and the post-Christian age
is past, then our time, although not spiritual, may yet
be the age of the Spirit, the time of the presence of the
Holy Comic Spirit.
Our age, I, along with many others, would suggest,
is the time of the Holy Spirit. Even if one only scans the
theological landscape of this century, he is impressed
with the great missionary efforts at its beginning and
the great ecumenical movements at its middle - both of
which find their theological roots in the doctrine of the
Holy Spirit. Glossolalia, the amazing growth of Pentecostal Christians, indeed, the increasing numbers of
believers who rely on the Spirit to lead them, all might
be cited. A spate of recent books, in addition to The
Feast of Fools, find their common source in the relationship between the theological and the comic: The Clown
and the Crocodile, Gods and Games, In Praise of Play,
Apology for Wonder, A Rumor of Angels, To a Dancing God, The Feast of Fools, Man at Play, and Celebration. In such serious playfulness, the Holy Comic Spirit
is perhaps being revealed and defined.
Indeed, the very paucity of creedal statements - only
a few phrases over all the centuries - may indicate that
the Spirit by definition is well-nigh indefinable. PerDecember, 1970

haps, by briefly exploring three characteristics of the
Holy Spirit, rooted in Biblical imagery, and seeing their
analogical relationship to the spirit of the comic, we
may add at least a footnote to the on-going attempt in
our time to know the Spirit.
The first characteristic is that a spirit manifests itself
by a presence moving among us, and most of all, within
us. Even at the foundations of the world, his presence
was moving on the face of the deep. There He was already, sitting on this egg of the earth, brooding and
waiting for it to burst into life. The imagery of the Spirit
as a bird, particularly as a dove, expresses freedom and
gentleness. The Holy Spirit may work and play slowly
or in haste, but the basic point is: the Spirit is not static,
but dynamic and moving. Sudden pauses and abrupt
gestures - and "celebrate" has its root in "quickness"
(celer) - all combine to suggest that both Holy and the
Comic Spirit are in a state of perpetual motion. They
are nothing, if not on the move. The show must go on,
says the Holy Comic Spirit.
The Spirit hovers and swoops; he flits and moves with
looseness and surprise. He is not up and above us, as
is the Father, and therefore does not need to be demythologized in order to recover his relevance for us. He
is not among us in the flesh, as was the Son, and therefore does not need to be historicized as in the quest of
the historical Jesus. But the Spirit is in us, and therefore he is already localized. Kierkegaard's words in
Concluding Unscientific Postscript may indeed conjoin
(although he too did not intend to do so) the Holy and
the comic Spirit: "The true form of the comic is, that the
infinite may move within a man, and no one, on one be
able to discover it through anything appearing outwardly."6 The Spirit moves incognito; he is revealed
in a hidden inwardness, a presence within us.
The second analogical characteristic of the two spirits
is in their connotations relating to "breath" and "wind."
The Holy Spirit, of course, blows where it lists, or as we
might say today, "where and when it damn well pleases."
Then too, the term "spirit" is based, linguists say, on the
Hebrew word ru-ah. Its roots are not only "wind," but
also, linguists suggest, the word is connected with a
verb which means "to breathe out violently through
the nose." And among all the anthropomorphic references to God in Scripture (his eyes, his ears, his mouth,
his arms, his lips), the nose is conspicuously absent. The
nose for all of us is one of our more laughable possessions, and perhaps the nose of God found its manifestation in the comicality of the Spirit. God, one might say,
now breathes out violently through the nose by means
of the Holy Comic Spirit.
And what is laughter physiologically but an explosive
sound in the throat which, if it cannot be released from
the mouth, sputters out through the nose? Then, too,
one of our comic dimensions is our irrepressible human
necessity to explode in sound at the other end of the
body, "to break wind." Indeed, the comic spirit blows
when and where it lists.
7

Blowin' in the Wind
Pentecost, that time when "June is busting out all
over," is that exuberance of energy when men were first
filled with the Spirit. Looseness and a kind of anarchy
reigned; men spoke in many tongues. The spectators
could only assume that these men with tongues of fire
are enthusiastic; in the root sense of that term, they
are possessed by a god. They are accused of drunkenness, that is, of being overwhelmed by the spirit of
spirits. A mild insanity, a slight zaniness - always
sources of the comic - is present.
At Pentecost, the joy is one of breathful energy. And
the result of all the earlier looseness and spontaneity is ,
as it always true in traditional comedy, the formation of
a new order of society: "And all who believed were together and had all things in common; and they sold
their possessions and goods and distributed them to
all, as any had need. And day by day, attending the
temple together and breaking bread in their homes,
they partook of food with glad and generous hearts,
praising God and having favor with all the people"
(Acts 2:44-47a) . The new society is one based on unity,
but lively and growing, and open to possibility and
adventure.
That leads to the third characteristic of the Holy
Comic Spirit: fellowship. Both the Holy Spirit and the
comic spirit ask us to get into the spirit of the thing.
Laughter is social. Cry and you cry alone, but laugh and
the world laughs with you - which must be the motto
of the manufacturers of canned laughter. Laughter
breaks down barriers and social and economic differences; it creates unity and community. Comedy assumes
that society must be made to work, that men must somehow learn to live together. Thus the social distance
between Bottom and the Queen of the Fairies is closed
in the climate of comedy, just as the difference in status
between Prince Hal and Falstaff ceases to be a significant
fact on Shakespeare's stage. The tendency of comedy is
to include as many people as possible in its final society .
Separation and alienation from self and society and God
is transformed into the congruity of fellowship. Thus, a
relationship of conviviality, often deepened into love,
is the presiding genius of the Holy Comic Spirit.
It is, therefore , not first of all accurate to say that the
Holy Spirit laughs at us, nor that we laugh at him ; he
himself is the laugh that shall make us free. The freedom which is the gift of the Holy Comic Spirit is not
that of unrestrained license nor that of rigid bondage.
Freedom of any kind exists only in a relationship of
mutual love, of giving and receiving, of energy and joy
and breath and life. "Behold, how these early believers
loved one another" could be translated, I suggest, into
"Behold, how they laughed with one another." They
were in the same Spirit, the Spirit which on Pentecost
was regarded by many as whimsical, surprising, capricious, reckless, fantastic, irreverent, even blasphemous .
Those adjectives perhaps best describe to some the
8

approach of this essay: whimsical, surpnsmg, capricious, reckless, fantastic, irreverent, even blasphemous .
And so, continuing to be led by some spirit (whether
comic or Holy, I cannot tell), I have a word of reply .
To those of you who feel that it is theologically audacious to speak of the comic and the Holy Spirit in one
breath (note the word), I confess that I am aware that I
have not given any clear-cut way to test whether the
comic spirit be of God. And I am also aware the blasphemy against the Holy Spirit, the Gospels insist, is
the only unforgivable sin. Perhaps one way of describing that sin is to say that he who does not take Comic
Spirit seriously is also not taking the Holy Spirit seriously.
To those who feel that the Comic Spirit should not
be weighted with any baggage, especially theological
baggage such as doctrines of the Holy Spirit, I confess
that the biggest laugh about this essay may be that I may
have given the impression that I've boxed the comic
spirit, and even suggested that two spirits may be in the
same box. No, nothing as vital and animate as the Holy
Comic Spirit can be boxed, wrapped , and tied up. The
Comic Spirit, like the Holy, will keep right on blowing
where it wishes to.
And finally, to all of you and perhaps most of all to
myself, for I have been talking brashly and boldly about
the freedom of the last laugh, I present the complete
little parable about the laughter of gods and man from
Kierkegaard's Either/Or:
Something wonderful has happened to me . I was
carried up into the seventh heaven. There all the
gods sat assembled. By special grace I was granted
the favor of a wish . 'Will you,' said Mercury, 'have
youth, or beauty, or power, or a long life, or the
most beautiful maiden, or any of the other glories
we have in the chest? Choose, but only one thing. '
For a moment I was at a loss. Then I addressed myself to the gods as follows: 'Most honqrable contemporaries, I choose this one thing, that I may always
have the laugh on my side.' Not one of the gods said
a word, on the contrary, they all began to laugh.
Hence, I concluded that my request was granted,
and found that the gods knew how to express themselves with taste, for it would hardly have been suitable for them to have answered gravely: 'It is
granted thee.'
And, who I ask, has the last laugh?
FOOTNOTES
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The Awe-Full English Language
By HERMAN C. HESSE
Distinguished Service Professor of Mechanical Engineering
Valparaiso University
Valparaiso, Indiana

Almost a century ago, Mark Twain wrote a book about
his travels, A Tramp A broad. I have never been quite
certain whether he meant "tramp" in the sense of "bum"
or "hobo," or whether he was referring to a somewhat
idle or aimless walk. But no matter. It is still an excellent
and fascinating book and warrants the attention of anyone who enjoys light and humorous reading. In an appendix to the book is an essay on "The Awful German
Language" in which Twain describes and discusses the
peculiarities, absurdities, and inconsistencies of diese
Sprache. For a full and proper appreciation of the essay,
however, one must have a reasonably good comprehension of the German language.
In re-reading this essay - perhaps for the fiftieth
time - I was struck by the fact that our own English
language contains just as many peculiarities, absurdities, and inconsistencies and possibly many more. In
what follows I should like to point out a few of our more
interesting deviations from what might be termed a
logical approach to language and communication.
Imprimis, one of the first great difficulties in acquiring a command of a language is the matter of pronunciation. Most of the Slavic tongues have a tendency to be
very thrifty with their vowels, but to compensate by a
prolific use of consonants, as in L VOV and PRZEMYSL,
two cities in Eastern Europe. German, on the other
hand, is comparatively easy to learn to speak, as every
combination of letters, with very few exceptions, is pronounced in exactly the same way. But the pronunciation
of words in the English language is one of the most aweinspiring tasks ever devised by man!
The classical example in English is the interesting
case of the famous OUGH series. Here we have seven
words, with the same four letters concluding them all,
but with radically different pronunciations. These
words are BOUGH, COUGH, HICCOUGH, LOUGH,
ROUGH, THOUGH, and THROUGH. A long time
ago I asked one of my colleagues in the field of English
about this apparent inconsistency, and he rather airily
disposed of my question by stating that all of these were
Anglo-Saxon derivitives. Unfortunately, this answer,
possibly profound, seemed to me a good deal like the
statement of Calvin Coolidge in 1930 when he said authoritatively and without danger of contradiction that "When a good many people are unable to find work,
unemployment results."
Perhaps this matter of pronunciation has always presented the greatest difficulty in the study of English;
there really seems to be no rhyme or reason in English
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oral expression. Over half a century ago, all the pundits and professors, and many of the American people,
had some good fun with "simplified spelling." One
humorist went so far as to perpetrate the following
verse:
YY U R YY U B I C U R YY 4 ME!
Translated, it reads:
Too wise you are,
Too wise you be,
I see you are
Too wise for me!
President Theodore Roosevelt, to the dismay of his
New England friends , for a time espoused the cause of
simplified spelling. Certain features of the original
proposal are still with us at the present time. One still
sees THO and THRU used as substitutes for two words
of the OUGH category.
There are many words in English that cannot be pronounced until one knows what they mean or how they
are to be used. The word LEAD is an example. Before
this simple four-letter designation can be expressed
orally, one must know whether it is a .noun, an adjective, or a verb. The pronunciation rides on whether it
refers to the act of being at the head of a procession or
whether it is being used in connection with metallurgy.
Words with identical spellings but with entirely different pronunciations are called heteronyms. LIVE can be
pronounced to rhyme with "five" or with "give," and the
meanings are somewhat related. However, the meanings alter radically with a heteronymn like WOUND,
depending on whether it rhymes with "sound" or
"spooned."
Another form of heteronym is found in two-syllable
words in which the emphasis is shifted from one syllable
to the other to change completely the meaning of the
term. For example, ENTRANCE may be pronounced
ENtrance or enTRANCE, and the meaning of the two
is entirely different. Similarly, we have INVAlid or inVALID, and MINute or miNUTE.
A homonym (and whenever I hear or read this term
I am invariably reminded of a breakfast food) is defined as a word having the same pronunciation as another, but differing from it in origin, meaning, and
spelling. Here some of the tnost delightful inconsistencies in English are discovered almost without effort.
While they are not homonyms, SIEGE and SEIZE are
both traps for aspirants for honors in spelling bees.
We have WON and ONE, and how the pronunciation
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of "wun" for the latter term was ever effected I'll never
know or understand. We can ask the question "Is bread
made of DOE, DOUGH, or DO (as in DODO)?"
When the baseball umpire loudly bawls "Four balls,"
which BALL is which BAWL? And here are four
homonyms rhyming with BEAR and BARE - AIR ,
ERE, E'ER, and HEIR. Perhaps these should be lumped with FAIR and FARE or HAIR and HARE. All of
these are easier to accept or to handle than the following sentence, which can never be completely or explicitly written or printed in words : "There are three
different ways of spelling the word 2."
I suppose that stretching the definition of a homonym
given above, we might include such terms as GOOSE
and JUICE, and surely BRUISE and BREWS in our
series. This addition would therefore permit us to introduce the five-letter word GHOTI. This word should
not be pronounced as though it referred to a small
board. The first two letters should be pronounced as
GH in COUGH, the next letter pronounced as 0 in
WOMEN, and the last two pronounced as TI in NATION . If these instructions are carefully followed, the
resulting word that emerges from one's lips will be a
four-letter cognomen for a cold-blooded creature which
lives in lakes, streams, and oceans. That cognomen will
likewise refer to that creature defined in Mr. Webster's
useful compendium as "Any of numerous water-breathing, craniate vertebrates having the limbs developed as
fins ... .typically a long, scaly, tapering body ending in
a broad vertical caudal fin." In other words, FISH. After
persuing this definition, it may occur to the reader that
the author is carefully avoiding the use of a single word
if he can find it possible to make use of a half-dozen or
a half-score instead.
We can conclude our observations of English pronunciation by citing ADDICTIVE and VINDICTIVE
and comparing them with INDICTED. To complicate
the situation, there is INDITED, which is pronounced
exactly like INDICTED , but of course means something else. Contrast MISLED and SIDLED. Should
these be pronounced "miss-led" and "sidd-led" or
should we use "myzelled" and "sydelled" instead?

The Aficionado Eschews Obfuscation?
Perhaps it would be kinder to turn to another phase
of this subject at this point. English plurals offer an interesting and fertile field to the language aficionado .
For example:
The plural of OX is written as OXEN,
But the plural of FOX is never spelled FOXEN .
The plural of GOOSE is written as GEESE,
But the plural of MOOSE is never termed MEESE.
If the plural of MOUSE is given as MICE,
Should the plural of HOUSE be ever named HICE?
No - not even by the most avid realtor!
Some of us engage in a pastime in which seven is an
important number and in which we roll a pair of ivory
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or plastic cubes. One of the cubes is known as a DIE,
and the plural for referring to the pair of cubes is familiar to all. Could we, therefore, consistently state that an
individual who departs from the truth is telling LICE?
The plurals derived from the classical tongues are
interesting. Compare DATUM and DATA, SYLLABUS
and SYLLABI, CALCULUS and CALCULI. Then we
are suddenly warned off, for we have OCTOPUS and
OCTOPODES, if we do not want to use the cumbersome OCTOPUSES. And the plural of SINUS can be
either SINUSES or SINUS! In that respect it is like
SHEEP, another dictionary economy. In checking these
plurals I found a most interesting example in COGNOMINA as the "multiple" of COGNOMEN. Mr. Webster, in deference to the modern trend toward simplification , permits the use of COGNOMENS as a plural,
but no writer who aspires to any elegance or any pretence of style will employ a simple and easily understood form of a word or spelling when he can complicate a situation with some extra ink. Incidentally, the
corresponding adjective is COGNOMINAL, which
should be remembered and used whenever possible.
In the essay on "Christmas Day" in Washington Irving's Sketchbook, an old English country gentleman
refers to the carelessness of his contemporaries, particularly in their references to a particular form of
plurals - groups of animals. He pointed out that one
must be careful to refer to a MUSTER of peacocks, a
FLIGHT of doves or swallows, a BEVY of quails (or
should the plural be quail?), a HERD of deer (deers?),
a HERD of wrens, a SKULK of foxes, and a BUILDING
of rocks.
I might add one more unique plural. The WALDENSES were a sect of Christian dissenters, their name bein?;
taken from Peter Waldo, their founder. If we consider
the sect as singular, the name seems to be a sort of double-plural, perhaps a cognomina! cognomina!
In Twain's essay on the German language, he writes
most delightfully on the inconsistencies in the use of
the masculine, feminine, and neuter articles, DER,
DIE, and DAS, that afflict that language. Every noun
has an article applied without rhyme or reason. One
boy is masculine, two are feminine. One girl is neuter,
two are feminine . All dogs, male or female, are masculine, except when there are more than one, but all cats
are feminine. Some time ago I wrote to a formerly German-American congregation for some information concerning DER FRAUEN-VEREIN which was once a
group within that congregation . Please note the beauty
of this expression. It means "women's organization,"
but while the FRAUEN are feminine, their organization
or VEREIN is masculine, as indicated by the DER
article.
The English language is spared these difficulties,
which is something to be thankful for in these sexobsessed days, but we do encounter an interesting and
archaic hangover whenever we use the indefinite article.
We use A for nouns beginning with consonants and AN
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for nouns beginning with vowels, except in some instances when the initial letter of the noun is H. This
curious practice is explained by the pundits by indicating that AN applies only to words pronounced with a
silent H, as in HEIR, HOUR, and HUMBLE. In the
latter case, there may be some question. In America
most of us do not pronounce this word as did Uriah
Heap. Most of us aspirate the H , and then we are in
doubt as to whether we should use A or AN. Perhaps the
safest course here is to use the definite article.
In this connection, why, oh why, is the letter Q in
every English word always followed by the letter U?
In my Webster there are six pages, twelve columns, of
words in f~ne print beginning with Qand every word has a
U following the Q. Consider the enormous waste of
type, ink, and paper that this curious concatenation has
engendered - to say nothing of the words used here in
calling it to your attention!
The English language has a two-letter word that may
have more usages and meanings than any other; I refer
to the word UP. Its various definitions occupy five
column inches in my dictionary, without any consideration of words such as UPHOLD and UPRIGHT. It is
often used unnecessarily, as in WAKE UP or LOCK UP,
and I wonder if anyone ever used DOWNLIFT as an
opposite of UPLIFT. The word is often used for a
change of meaning or for emphasis, as in DRESSED
and DRESSED-UP.
In the United States we invariably speak of "up"
North and "down" South. In continental Europe, the
Lowlands are in the north, and High German is the
language of Southern Germany. Americans tend to be
careless, however, and will speak of going down south
when they travel from sea-level areas of Indiana to the
Blue Ridge Mountains of Virginia.
I have no quarrel with masculine and feminine designations in English. I realize that such terms as GANDER and DRAKE for masculine geese and ducks are of
long standing, although they are somewhat difficult for
the foreigner, learning our language, to acquire. I do
have a strenuous objection to a practice indulged in by
so-called institutions of higher learning in the designation they append to their first-year female students.
Most colleges and universities refer to them as FRESHMAN WOMEN. I dislike this appellation intensely,
but I feel that the logical substitute, FRESHWOMEN ,
is at least uncalled for until objective evidence of their
behavior is established.

Yes, V irgi nia, There is a Soph'more Class
The only institution with which I am familiar which
does not have this problem is the University of Virginia. They have no freshmen; newcomers are FIRSTYEAR MEN, an appropriate and dignified designation.
They now· also have FIRST-YEAR WOMEN, but in
the halcyon days of the first half of the twentieth century there were no first-year women in the undergraduate schools at Virginia.
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Virginia does have a SOPHOMORE class, and I have
no quarrel with this designation. As a matter of fact, I
believe that are far more sophomores in college today
than ever before, representing perhaps the majority of
the student body in most schools!
English has a few, a very few, purely negative words.
For example, INERT and UNCOUTH may have led
people who think of themselves as positive, forthright,
and genteel individuals to speak of themselves as ERT
in remaining COUTH. They are doubtless correct in
their assumption concerning the first term, but COUTH
is defined in modern dictionaries as "known" or "familiar." On the other hand, COUTHIE, an old dialect
form, means "kindly" or "agreeable."
There is some danger in this practice, however, for
it leads us into looking at other words with prefixes . The
prefix IN, for example, is generally used in a negative
sense, as in INCREDIBLE and INEDIBLE. However,
we cannot assert that FLAMMABLE means fireproof,
forithasexactly the same meaning as INFLAMMABLE.
A similar situation exists with CANDESCENT and
INCANDESCENT. And if UNDULATION is defined
as "wave-like" motion, would DULATION be "straightline" or direct motion?
One can also have a most joyous time in devising
words that drop the prefix MIS. PLAY and MISPLAY
and CONDUCT and MISCONDUCT are entirely
proper and correct, but would it be consistent to say
that a set of things, all alike, are CELLANEOUS? Is the
term TAKE equivalent to truth? Would an ANTHROPE be a lover, or at least a tolerator, of mankind?
Admittedly these may seem to be ridiculous interpretation and derivations, but I maintain they are no sillier
than the term MISKNOW (which looks like the name of
a Russian city) which Mr. Webster defines as "to misunderstand."
We have a number of words in the English language
that can have exactly opposite meanings, and these
must indeed be annoying and frustrating to foreign
students of the language. The word FAST, for example,
usually refers to high speed, but it can also mean absolute cessation of motion, as in the expression STUCK
FAST. I am always reminded of that passage in A lice
in Wonderland in which a character remarks, "I was
stuck fast, as fast as lightning." When Alice replies that
this a definite contradiction in terminology, he answers,
"It was all kinds of fast for me!"
Another word of this ilk is CLEAVE. When we speak
of a butcher's cleaver, we refer to an instrument or tool
for cutting things apart. Many of us will also recall those
fateful words "And ye shall CLEAVE to one another"
in the marriage ceremony. Here the term means to cling
closely together, be inseparable, which is the exact opposite of the first definition. Really, doesn't it seem to be
a pretty thin sort of language that requires innocent and
insignificant little words like FAST and CLEAVE to
do opposite jobs?
As in every other tongue, there are gaps in the Eng11

lish language, but we are not without new words which
attempt to fill those voids. In a recent scholarly ( ?) article on sociological and educational change, I read
about ACCULTURATION, METRO POUTANIZATION, and a certain system which was TRADITIONALISTIC. No, gentle reader, these words are not a product of my imagination. I can cite book and page if
necessary.
This sort of writing isn't as difficult to "take" as it
used to be. We are, unfortunately, beginning to ADMINISTRATE instead of ADMINISTER, and elementary school teachers who have completed their
"education" requirements are now being CERTIFICATED instead of being CERTIFIED. But then, practically everyone is becoming ORIENTATED to this
sort of stuff today.
No one realized that there were voids in the language
more than an Oxonian mathematican of the nineteenth
century. This man, who did most of his writing under a
pseudonym, invented such words as CHORTLE and
GALUMPHING, both of which now appear in Webster. The first of these is an expression halfway between
and partaking of the nature of both a snort and a chuckle. The second refers to "moving with a clumsy bumping
tread." Another excellent term devised by the Reverend
Charles Lutwidge Dodgson was FRUMIOUS, which is
a "portmanteau word meaning furious and fuming ."
Unfortunately, this compact and time-saving adjective
has not yet found its way into Webster.

I should like to conclude this essay by leaving my
readers with several oddities that have accumulated
over the years while pursuing my hobby of studying the
English language. There is, for example, the word in
which all the vowels appear in alphabetical order,
FACETIOUSLY. I understand there are other such
words, but I have been unable to locate them . There is
the word that uses one vowel seven times, INDIVISIBILITIES, and a word that has four repetitions of a
consonant, SCISSORS.
Lastly, there are the OSE words that describe the various stages of intoxication and can conclude this essay.
OTIOSE individuals in this state of being usually begin
by being somewhat VERBOSE; during this time they
are quite likely to be JOCOSE; it is an uncertain phase,
however, for many become LACHRYMOSE. From this
stage is only a short step to the MOROSE, which is a
dangerous area, for the individual may easily become
BELLICOSE. Fortunately, the latter does not last, as
most devotees of too much to drink usually become
COMATOSE.
And I sincerely hope my readers haven't reached that
stage at this stage! Instead, I hope they realize that our
language can be FANTABULOUS, a term that Charles
Lutwidge Dodgson did not coin, but which passed into
the language to indicate that which is simultaneously
fantastic and fabulous.

Christian Integrity and the Indochina War
By RALPH L. MOELLERING
Lutheran Pastor fo r Spec ial Ministries
Berkele y, Califo rnia

"Truth is the first casualty of war," wrote Samuel
Johnson. In respect to American intervention in Vietnam this aphorism has become an indictment of the
American people. The breach between the official statements of our purposes there and grim reality has steadily widened during the last decade. The public relations
apparatus of the government has worked over-time in a
desperate effort to bolster a dubious cause. Most dangerous has been the cynical attitude which readily acknowledges this duplicity as a supposedly inevitable
concomitant of our prevailing foreign policy.
Toward the end of 1970 daily telecasts have ceased to
feature the monotonous recital of clashes in the jungle.
People have become weary of the same stale reports.
Nonetheless , the Vietnam imbroglio has continued .
Renewed criticism of our intentions and actions has
emanated from a variety of sources. At the far Right the
obstreperous Carl Mcintire has forged an alliance be-
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tween religious fanatics, disgruntled militarists, and
General Ky to stage pro-war rallies and clamor for total
victory. At the extreme Left Maoist-oriented rebels fly
the Viet Cong flag and denounce American imperialism. Clergy and laymen concerned about Vietnam, under Catholic, Protestant, and Jewish sponsorship, continue to disseminate anti-war literature.
A plethora of books on Southeast Asia continues to
pour from the presses - nearly unanimous in exposing
the folly of prolonging the costly struggle. In An Eye
for the Dragon, Dennis Bloodworth, Far Eastern correspondent for the London Observer, contradicts a
major contention among apologists for the war by affirming that the common denominator among all members of the Viet Cong is not Marxist ideology but the
nationalist urge to throw off the yoke of foreign oppresSIOn.

In The Road from War : Vietnam: 1965-1970, Robert
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Shaplen, whose previous reputation for fair-minded
objectivity was even acknowledged with appreciation
by William P. Bundy (who served as Assistant Secretary
of State for East Asian and Pacific Affairs under President Johnson), reveals that his patience is not unbounded. Shaplen is now persuaded that the entire venture
has been utterly futile. "In a sense," writes Shaplen, "all
that the Americans have done in Vietnam since 1946,
when they began helpinj.!; the French, .. .is delay the process of revolutionary development." We have refused to
learn from adverse experience, he charges, and so we
have encouraged Thieu to repeat Diem's mistakes.
Americans have always been self-righteous and selfassured about the wars in which they have become embroiled. Presumably we have always fought for worthy
causes and we have never lost a war. The Protestant
pulpit pronounced the First World War a "crusade" to
rescue the world from the sinister expansionism of imperial Germany. Popular sentiment understood the
second global conflict to be a "holy war" to avenge the
"dastardly attack" on Pearl Harbor and to defeat demonic Nazism. Quite understandably, then, the stalemate in Korea was a baffling disappointment. Now, in
Indochina our warfare has become a deep wound at
home as well. It has been psychologically devastating
for the American people to be condemned by world
opinion - to be told that we have betrayed our own professed ideals by wreaking havoc in a remote country
which has never threatened us in any way.
From a Christian perspective what is more essential
than ever is a full facing-up to the inconsistencies and
absurdities in our prevailing policies. Even modest
honesty requires that we pierce through the fabrications
which have surrounded our misadventure in Vietnam
and belatedly confront the unpleasant truth. Undeniably we have committed a series of blunders which
trouble the imagination in their enormity.
In the fall of 1963, for instance, a White House statement reported that General Maxwell Taylor was confident that "the major part of the U.S. military task can
be completed by the end of 1965." On May 14, 1964,
Secretary of Defense, Robert McNamara, said: " . . . I
think that the number of U.S. personnel in Vietnam is
not likely to increase substantially." In the election
campaign of 1964 the Democratic candidate vowed:
"We are not about to send American boys nine or ten
thousand miles from home to do what Asian boys ought
to be doing for themselves." On August 25, 1966. Secretary of State, Dean Rusk, claimed: "We are beginning
to see some signs of success. There is an erosion of
[communist] morale." On July 13, 1967, General Westmoreland brashly asserted: "Progress has been made ....
We have pushed the enemy farther and farther into the
jungles .... "A year later he continued to be optimistic:
" ...We have never been in a better position." On May 3,
1970, Vice President Spiro T. Agnew hazarded his evaluation: "They have been in a war for years and years
and they are quite debilitated and decimated, and I
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don't think they are capable with any kind of resistance
of continuing this fight."
No wonder that administration spokesmen no longer
sound convincing! And many thoughtful citizens are
not persuaded that present policies are any real improvement over the miscalculations of the past.
There can be no assurance that President Nixon's
latest speech on Vietnam (self-acclaimed as "the most
comprehensive ever made on the subject") can really
break the impasse in negotiations with North Vietnam
and the NLF. Even though dovish senators like Frank
Church of Idaho and Majority Leader Mike Mansfield
applauded the proposals for a "standstill" cease-fire and
a new peace conference covering all of Indo-China,
more perceptive critics noted that the most vital points
at stake remain unchanged. The Thieu-Ky oligarchy,
which is utterly unacceptable to the opposition, continues to receive American backing, and there is no reliable indication that all air support and military advisors will be withdrawn, or that the United States will
not reverse itself if Cambodia, Laos, or all of Vietnam
should again be in danger of falling under Communist
control.

Military Occupation Abroad,
Appeasement at Home
A year ago, Walter Lippman wrote: "The crucial decision about ending the war has not in fact been taken."
Rather, the hope has been fostered that we can have
peare on our own terms and maintain an independent
South Vietnam. Rather than admit our failure, we prefer to pretend that we can gain something to call a success.
What our government is really endeavoring to do
under the camouflage of a "peace plan" is to appease
American dissatisfaction to the degree that it is necessary to gain support for an indefinitely prolonged
American occupation in South Vietnam. This unexplained and unavowed approach is designed to minimize the burdens of the war so that aroused public opinion can be sufficiently placated to allow for the retention
of some 200,000 support troops (some optimists estimate
only 50,000) and the artillery and the Air Force. By
changing tactics on the battlefield to reduce casualties,
and by amending the draft law, it is shrewdly calculated that dissent will be dissipated.
A clue to what may really be intended by our present
posture can be found in an article by Herman Kahn
("If Negotiations Fail," in Foreign Affairs, July, 1968).
He advocated a feasible device for mollifying peaceniks while ingeniously holding out for "victory." What
he advocated is now being done - the gradual reduction of U.S. troops while the capacity of the ARNV
forces to counter the NLF is being built up to an adequate level with the ongoing "air, artillery, and logistic
support" of the Americans.
Thus, the Nixon promises to end the war are dubious.
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There is no clear distinction between Johnson's warning
against a "fake solution" and Nixon's insistence on a
political settlement that includes the retention of the
Thieu-Ky oligarchy. Moreover, as the attempted "objective analysis" of Newsweek (Feb. 9, 1970) revealed, it
is foolhardy to imagine that the ARVN will really be
able to stand alone in combat with the NLF. The total
withdrawal of American forces would mean the doom of
the present rulers in Saigon.
Sadly enough our President was elaborating nonsense
when he said: "Let us be united for peace. Let us be
united against defeat. Because let us understand: North
Vietnam cannot defeat or humiliate the United States.
Only Americans can do that." This is a stab-in-the-back
myth which depreciates the patriotism of anti-war citizens while it absolves the military and political bureaucracy.
A piecemeal and suspiciously indefinite withdrawal
scheme is an evasion of the hard issue. "Vietnamization"
does not mean handing the future of South Vietnam
over to its people, but to a discredited military junta.
It is a retreat to the ill-fated strategy which we attempted
under Diem and his successor.
The fate of Ananias in the first church in Jerusalem the Acts of the Apostles report that he was struck dead
for lying - has never deterred government officials.
For many years the American people have had to wade
through subtle distortions of our involvement in IndoChina. Sometimes bald lies have been substituted for
known facts.
One of the most nauseating forms of this deception is
connected with the "body counts" issued by the U.S.
military. News correspondents have repeatedly exposed
the fictitious nature of many of these reports on Vietcong and North Vietnamese casualties in comparison
with the relatively small losses acknowledged for the
Americans. One officer admitted:
It's a ludicrous game . ..when we spot a target, we
shoot up some ammo , call in artillery and gunships,
and when all the noise is over we call in a reasonable count of kills that will satisfy higher authority .
Sometimes we know we didn't give anybody more
than a headache. But it's all part of the game, and
we all play our part.
(The Progressive, March, 1970)
Statistically, Allied forces would seem to have wiped
out every North Vietnamese soldier and Vietcong volunteer that could be mustered. Somehow, despite our
continual "scoreboard victories ," the enemy never
seems to be eliminated.
The dissimulation which has characterized the entire
Vietnam debacle deepened after the expansion of the
war into Laos and Cambodia. Those who confide in the
Nixon administration's promise to "bring our boys
home" ought not take it to mean that the war is being
"wound down." The war is being prosecuted with renewed intensity. Evidence multiplies that our strate14

gists who have been denied "victory" in South Vietnam
are now seeking to gain their objective by sucking Hanoi into different arenas of combat.

Americans judged by American Ideals
Worst of all was the unilateral decision of President
Nixon to send American fighting units into Cambodia.
As usual, partial truths and misleading statements were
used to justify the broadening of the war. Norman Cousins, editor of the Saturday Review, points to a number
of inaccuracies and faulty assertions. For instance, the
claim that "American policy since the Geneva Agreements of 1954 has been to respect scrupulously the neutrality of the Cambodian people" is contradicted by the
disturbing fact that our diplomatic mission was banished in 1965 when it was learned that the U.S. had tried
to subvert and overthrow the legitimate government.
When Prince Sihanouk was ousted by a right wing military dictatorship the usurpers were promptly recognized by Washington, D .C. Nothing was said about the
right of self-determination for the Cambodian people.
To assuage domestic indignation over the invasion
of Cambodia the President affirmed that all of our
troops would be withdrawn by the end of June, 1970.
The duplicity was unmasked, however, when General
Ky announced that South Vietnam would not be limited
to the American timetable. Also, Thai volunteers would
be used . With logistic and air support from U .S. forces
they could remain inside Cambodia indefinitely. Thus
the plot thickens, and the end of the tragedy is not in
sight.
With all of the clear evidence now available, an informed citizen could agree with the conclusion of Senator J . William Fulbright: "The United States has been
fighting a war without need or justification - a war
based on demonstrably false premises."
Only recall a few of the major arguments which have
been advanced in support of the Vietnam war. Less
than four or five years ago the White House and government agencies were offering the highest ideals which
allegedly motivate our military action. With our generous humanitarianism we were helping the people of
South Vietnam build a "better life." In accord with our
cherished tradition we were safeguarding "freedom"
for people warding off "communist aggression. "
What are the facts? Fifteen years have elapsed since
we began pouring economic assistance and manpower
into South Vietnam. Yet that territory continues to
suffer from religious and regional factionalism, a lack
of national purpose, and severe financial dislocations.
Inflation continues to mount, medical care remains inadequate, and advances in agriculture and education
have been minimal. Some Americans with good intentions and admirable tenacity have served unselfishly,
but their constructive efforts have been frustrated by
insurmountable obstacles.
Again, the impression has been repeatedly conveyed
that we have been consistently eager to achieve a negoThe Cresset

tiated peace, while the stubborn "enemy" will not yield.
The intransigence of Hanoi, we are told, prevents a
satisfactory settlement.
It is certainly possible to dispute this contention.
Despite Lyndon Johnson's talk about "unconditional"
peace talks and Richard Nixon 's "concessions" to North
Vietnam, the role of the National Liberation Front in
some future coalition government remains dubious.
As the Chairman of the Foreign Relations Committee
has pointed out: the crucial issue is the character of the
government which rules in Saigon. From the days of
the "playboy" emperor Bao Dai to the present, the
rulers in Saigon have reflected the interests of the
privileged elite - the military caste, the landowners,
Catholics rather than Buddhists, and other beneficiaries of French colonialism. United Methodist Bishop
A. James Armstrong, after participating with a factfinding team of distinguished Americans in evaluating
religious and political freedom in South Vietnam a
year and a half ago, concluded that "in many respects ,
the Thieu-Ky government is a police-state."
At the end of 1969 a dispatch to the New York Times
reported that a new crackdown on opposition elements
had resulted in the arrest of fifteen more students at
Saigon University and the closing of two additional
newspapers. The Paris peace talks have been bogged
down because we have insisted upon upholding a corrupt and tyrannical regime which does not represent
the aspirations of the Vietnamese people as a whole.
After he returned from Midway in June of 1969, Premier Thieu solemnly declared "that there will be no
coalition government, no peace cabinet, no transitional
government, not even a reconciliatory government."
How can there be anything but an impasse and a futile
prolongation of the conflict? The North Vietnamese
and the Viet Cong will never accept the preservation of
the Thieu-Ky dictatorship unless it can be forced upon
them by military defeat.
According to U Thant, prominent congressmen, and
many other concerned individuals, we have often
spurned significant peace bids from Hanoi . A document
published in 1966 (The Politics of Escalation in Vietnam by Franz Schurmann et al) demonstrated a disturbing pattern of increased American military pressure coinciding with each "feeler" from Hanoi that
seemed to promise a willingness to negotiate terms for
a cessation of hostilities. More recently, Joseph W.
Elder, professor of sociology at the University of Wisconsin, who made two trips to North Vietnam in 1969
in behalf of the American Friends Service Committee,
has argued that the creation of the Provisional Revolutionary Government (a self-styled transitional movement designed to prepare the way for the establishment
of a temporary coalition government in Saigon that
could organize general elections) represents a positive
development which Washington has failed to recognize. (For a full description of the Buddhist-centered
December, 1970

"Third Force," cf. Alfred Hassler, Saigon, U.S.A., New
York, Baron, 1970.)
When every other argument has become threadbare,
apologists for the government appeal in desperation to
the ominous prospect of a bloodbath following a Communist takeover. In response to an American who raised
this possibility, Buddhist scholar, Thieh Nhat Hanh replied:
We are not savages; we are people with an ancient
culture, and we are sick in our very bones of war.
I do not believe there would be a bloodbath, but I
wonder when you ask such a question how you
would describe what your military forces are doing
to my people now.
Woefully and inconsistently there was no talk about a
bloodbath when the French, with money and weapons
supplied by the United States, were killing a million
people in Algeria. No one seemed sympathetic when a
half million or more people were slaughtered in Indonesia under the pretext that they were communists or
pro-communists. Little contrition was visible when the
massacre at Song My and numerous other atrocities
committed by American troops became known.

The Consequences of Truth
It is hypocrisy to point an accusing finger at the evils
of the communists to conceal or justify our own guilt.
There is too much evidence to substantiate the claim
that the two super-powers, presumably poles apart in
their conceptions, are in fact almost indistinguishable
in their use of violence to impose their wills on other
people. Both communist Russia and the U.S. capitalist-welfare state share in the ravaging of the environment and the squandering of resources to augment their
productivity. Both political systems threaten human
survival with their nuclear arsenals and perilous competition in the Middle East.
Beyond reemphasizing moral scruples about counterinsurgency warfare, the Christian witness should include a denunciation of the dissimulation which has
characterized our activities in Southeast Asia. The Hebrew and Christian religions have always stressed the
virtue of integrity. In Scriptural teachings truth, righteousness, and justice are extolled in close conjunction.
The prophets in the days of the divided monarchy reprimanded their rulers for misleading the people with
duplicity.
In the New Testament Jesus denounced the scribes
and Pharisees as hypocrites because their external deeds
were simulations concealing their real intentions. In
the Gospel of John the devil is depicted as "a murderer
from the beginning" who has "nothing to do with the
truth ." The instigator of bloodshed is castigated as "the
father of lies." War and truth would seem to be irreconciable. In the description of anti-Christ in the second
letter to the Thessalonians this "son of perdition" be15

comes an agent of Satanic deception. Those who "refuse
to love the truth," it is predicted, will be blinded by "a
strong delusion." Where has the anti-Christ been more
virulent in our day than in the falsifications associated
with the Vietnam war?
Facts, as distinguished from half-truths or subtle distortions, need to be extracted in evaluating our performance. Following the U-2 incident, the Bay of Pigs
fiasco, and the Gulf of Tonkin clash, three successive
U.S. Presidents misrepresented the facts to the American public. More than ever Christian integrity demands
that the record be set straight, and that we face up to the
consequences of distorting the truth. Claiming to "protect freedom , halt aggression, and oppose communism,"
we have inflicted gruesome suffering on innocent civilians. Vietnamese culture has been undermined and the
American presence (money!) has contributed to the
spread of corruption and prostitution. Freedom has a
hollow ring in South Vietnam, where political prisoners
have virtually no procedural protection while being
subjected to physical abuse . All of our talk about "selfdetermination" is meaningless as long as the discredited

Thieu-Ky government is kept in power.
Fidelity to the truth must move Christians to think
with cool-headed clarity about the options which confront us. Can anything worthy be salvaged from the
Vietnam tragedy? How can the President accept the
risk of a communist take-over after the huge sacrifices
the nation has been asked to make to avert precisely that
outcome? Candor may prompt the answer: little, if anything.
There is no face-saving formula that can be devised
to vindicate the erroneous judgment of those officials
who laid our national honor on the line in Vietnam.
Nothing can alter the reality that the U.S. has not
achieved its professed war aims for which so much blood
has been shed and so much treasure wasted. Only a
diplomacy of rapid extrication can partially restore
respect for our country and give us a renewed opportunity for more favorable relations with the Third
World (especially Africa and Latin America) which
now looks upon us with suspicion or disdain.
Where there is humility, there need be no humiliation.

From the Chapel

The Kingly Entrance
By RICHARD J. NEUHAUS
Pes tor, St. John the Evengelist Lutheren Church

Brooklyn, New York

In the name of the Lord. That's audacious.
Would-be leaders still come on, claiming our attention , our loyalty, even our obedience. Most of the arrivals aren't much to cheer; hardly worth a half-hearted
hosanna.
They come bedecked with pretensions; always in the
name of something beyond themselves. New York City
union bureaucrats come in the name of education. Riotprone police in the name of law. The mandarins of the
university-military partnership in the name of pure research. Blundering interventionists in the name of defense. Media pushers of the worthless in the name of
prosperity.
Politicians come in the name of all things true and
good. In the name of new things, like deals and frontiers, and of big things like great societies. And now,
riding neither an ass nor the foal of an ass, but a stuffed
elephant, they come with the thrilling call, "Let's our
kind of people go forward together against those kind of
people!"
But coming in the name of the Lord, that's different. If
you're reaching for pretensions, there's one worth
stretching for .
These things took place to fulfill what was spoken by
the prophet say ing, Tell the daughter of Zion, Behold, your king is coming to y ou, humble, and mounted on an ass, and on a colt, the foal of an ass. And the
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crowds that went before him and that followed him
shouted, Hosannah to the Son of Da vid! Blessed is h e
who comes in the name of the Lord! Hosannah in the
highest!

The use of the word "crowd" instead of "mob" is a nice
touch. Art and piety have destroyed the tone of the
thing; the Palm Sunday entrance is preciously proper,
almost stately. The sweat, the stir, the celebrative anarchy- all are missing. The New York Times editorial
page would have risen to the occasion:
Yesterday's disturbance at the West Gate of the City
will be viewed by responsible citizens as an entirely
unnecessary threat to the already delicate relationship between Jerusalem and its Roman guests. It is
unfortunate that the frenzied mob that gave encouragement to this demagogue from Nazareth was reportedly composed primarily of the poor. This
newspaper's record of commitment to the fight
against injustice is beyond argument. As a friend of
the poor, however, it is our duty also to caution
them that identification with extremists is an additional strain on the good will of their many friends .
Nothing should be done at this time to jeopardize
the promising discussions between Caiaphs and
Governor Pilate. Politically explosive mob actions,
such as that of yesterday, only lend further crediThe Cresset

bility to the defeatist notion that Jerusalem Is ungovernable.
James Reston would have had trouble with Palm Sunday. Tom Wicker would have written more sympathetically, "Before we condemn them too harshly, we should
remember that those were our children out there singing hosannas." Norman Mailer would have reported
eight pages of debate with himself as to whether or not
he was a coward because he didn't wave his palm even
once before going off in search of an inn to tie one on;
from which session he awoke to discover he had missed
the trial and crucifixion, not to mention the resurrection.
The literary impoverishment of the first century is
such that we have barely an outline. "And the crowds
that went before him and that followed him shouted,
Hosannah to the Son of David! Blessed is he who comes
in the name of the Lord! Hosannah in the highest!"
Here are the representatives of the great unwashed,
impelled by the prophetic promises and restless yearnings of centuries. They had been taken in before. There
was little here to suggest a power more real than that
of other gods that had failed - no elephants or camels
or well-bred stallions, no trumpet fanfares proclaiming
a kingly presence, no glittering armed guard with which
to challenge imperial oppression, not even the crude
spears and slingshots of a revolutionary arsenal. Rather
an itinerant rabbi, a wandering preacher, a miracle
worker, a prophet without tenure; and the people of the
back streets, with the smell and itch of hope about them.
When you are poor enough and oppressed enough, you
are liberated to dream new dreams. In that moment they
were liberated to think of themselves now in light of
what they might be and to think of their people now in
light of what they must be.
It was not a crowd of heroes, as the events of the rest
of the week would demonstrate. It was not a crowd of
planners and proposers of alternatives, they were simply possessed by the unquenchable intuition that things
could be, that things must be, different. And from that
unlikely crowd came the nucleus of a new community
of hope; of kings and peasants, scholars and slaves, to
cheer this Jesus as one who comes in the name of the
Lord. Through generations convinced that the audacity
was warranted and the pretension rooted in fact, we
come to this time and place where in trappings more of
propriety than of passion we join in the Advent season's
invocation of the One who comes.
He will reveal himself today to those who live in the
back streets, to those who mobilize at the gates of the
city, far from the seats of power. He still comes on an
ass, as often as not looking like an ass. The agents of the
oncoming rule of God do not come in stratojets, surrounded by the secret police and press agents who form
the praetorian guard of modern imperial processions.
Greyhound and Trailways, hitched rides and the dilapidated 14th Street-Canarsie subway line, these are the
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counterparts to the ass and the foal of an ass. The tribes
of the disinherited still tread today's via dolorossa,
carrying our crucified messiahs to the Calvarys of our
time's redeeming.

The Man Who is the Future of All Men
I do not speak this way out of a romantic prejudice in
favor of the outsider. The pattern is inherent in the
economy of salvation. Of all the better choices available,
it has been remarked, how odd of God to choose the
Jews. As certainly as Paul could then declare, "Salvation
is from the Jews," so certainly is salvation today from the
black man, the brown man, the yellow man, the excluded man. Salvation is from the disinherited who
clamor for their rightful place at the banquet table of
God's creation. In their tortured cries we can hear the
hosannas proclaiming a new era.
I know this language lends itself to the sloganeering
and mindless violence of some people, but I cannot help
that. Long before it became the language of leftist
ideology it was and is the language of biblical truth. In
your understandable desire to dissociate yourselves
from the gospel of the bomb throwers, take care lest
you dissociate yourselves from the gospel of the oncoming Kingdom. Then and now and until he comes in
glory, the dice of the Kingdom are loaded on the side
of the poor.
Our political engineers declare their purpose to quiet
the storm by giving the poor a piece of the action. Those
of us who work among the poor view with painful ambivalence the training programs that would purchase
men's souls at so paltry a price as achievement in the
present order. This is their seductive pitch: You too
can be blinded and pacified by the pride of property.
You must only come away from the outer gates of the
city; stop yearning for the new order that will never
arrive, that we will never permit.
A union official recently stated with smug satisfaction,
"In the thirties the revolutionaries thought they could
use the laborer to bring about radical change. Today
their hopes ,_re riding on the black man. They were
frustrated then, they will be frustrated now. All people
really want is prosperity." He may be right, but I think
not. Not in a violently restless world where there are
no more distant corners. But whether right or wrong,
what a brazen admission that the goal is to structure
society by the abandonment of hope, by the quenching
of fantasy, by the betrayal of dreams. From the stuff of
our self-seeking we would fortify the enclave of our
comfort and then announce ourselves a successful society. Let us reserve our hosannas; for this vision comes
not in the name of the Lord but in the name of the principalities and powers of this world who would hold the
sons of God in bondage to the old man.
If the forces of religion have endorsed, and they have,
the messiah of the Great American Way, that does not
sanctify the vision; it only deepens the tragedy. "If the
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salt of the earth has lost its saltness, what good is it but
to be thrown away and trampled underfoot." Across the
country, in sanctuaries securely captured by the prevailing order, are those who claim to come in the name
of the Lord but are in fact the false prophets of Jesus'
warning. The chief business of Christianity is to pose an
alternative to the way things are. Our high calling is
not to be relevant to what is but to make man relevant to
what is to be. Our worship is not so much the celebration
of present goodness as it is the anticipation of the victory banquet of the future, to which invitations are already sent out.
Many Christians object to this talk of the future. Speak
peace, they say, not the promise of peace. Tell me something that helps me now. Tell me about peace of mind
now, how to conquer my anxieties now, how to put God
to work for me now. Tell me the Kingdom of God has
already come, that everything is really alright. And
false prophets by the thousands gladly supply the demands of the religious market. But everything is not alright now, God does not exist in the fulness of his rule
now, the Kingdom has not yet come when Christ shall
be all in all.
The people who cheered Jesus then (or some of them)
and the people who cheer Jesus now (or some of them)
are the restless and yearning who have a low toleration
for the injustice, the brutishness, and the distortions of
humanity that mark our time. Marx was wrong in think-

ing Christianity must distract man from the mundane,
historical task of change. But he was right in seeing that
the gospel sets man in antithesis to the present, provisional moment. He was right in criticizing the religion
that focuses our attention on a heavenly kingdom outside of human history, the religion of dangerous illusions that is still the staple of conventional piety. But
equally dangerous, equally guilty of false consciousness,
is the religion that manipulates people into thinking
the kingdom has already come, or that the next phase of
some revolutionary action will force its arrival. Both the
religion of illusory escape and the religion of illusory
action blunt the bitter unsatisfactoriness of this preliminary time.
At best we can stand on the mountaintop; at best we
can see the promised land afar off; at best we can celebrate the intuition of what is to be; at best we can be confident of the rationality of our hope; at best we can
shout our hosannas and wave our palms in the courage
of our uncertainties, supporting those persons and
events that seem to signal the future for which we yearn.
What we can do at best we can do this Advent season.
Let the Advent word go out to the rich as well as to the
poor, to all who are imprisoned and oppressed. Tell
them to lift up their heads and open their eyes, to shake
their chains and rattle their prison bars. For behold the
Christ, the new man who is the future of all men , behold
he comes. Amen. Come Lord Jesus. Amen.

The Mass Media

A Meaning of Advent for Christmas

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------By RICHARD LEE
There is no 'once upon a time,' much less hypothetical, connotation attaching to the Incarnation, and
thus, to affirm the Incarnation is not a matter of
having a blessed memory, much less earnest persuasion, but to suffer this action of God empirically,
here and now.
William Stringfellow
A Second Birthday
Theology has always been one of those works of men
a little too wonderful for me, but I remain intrigued .
Somewhat gingerly, I read some of those simpler books
on theology which pull me in and puff me up in the publishers' blurbs - "For the theologian, pastor, and the
concerned and intelligent layman." There is nothing
quite like the sin of pride to lure one into reading
theology.
Then along comes a book by a fellow layman, William
Stringfellow , whose life on the line leads him to a
trenchant reflection on the Incarnation. Above is one of
those passages the faithful with residual pieties and
only odd times for prayer and fasting type up on little
cards and carry in their wallets .
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I don't presume to know exactly what brother Stringfellow is up to in his theology, but he has well nigh
ruined the holidays for me. He has insinuated a meaning of Advent and Christmas under my sin and aroused
that mystery I'd rather forget about with a merry Saturnalia . At least my sin never wants to suffer that damnable Incarnation, much less hie et nunc. It only wants
escape, diversion, a little more time, and mostly a thinking man's holiday like New Year's Eve.
But present judgment and grace? Why, God couldn't
give that away if sin alone fathered all our wants. Just
think what suffering that "action of God empirically,
here and now" might mean for any of us and for our
participation in the body politic.
Take only one, minor example of the sins we should
need to discipline. We in the Midwest, the sprawling
Chicagoland version of it, have just recovered from a
small siege of some of the scurviest political campaign
spots ever on television. The worst were scarifying,
stupifying, distorting, diversionary, and Republican.
(We do not know as much about the Democrats, for they
had not the immense sums to buy as much time. We
need not presume their innocence, for some of us are
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still shivvering from their 1964 spots setting mushroom
clouds behind snatches of Senator Goldwater's speeches.)
In some of the more recent spots, mud-slinging is
now too genteel a word for the electronic merds that
some candidates stooped to sling at their opponents in
our living rooms. We have just cleaned up after some of
those candidates, voted for those likely to do the country the least damage, let the children watch TV again,
and would like to get back into the issues now that the
campaigns are over. Except that so many words and
images have been soiled, confused, trivialized, killed.
Possibly I am being provincial. Viewers on the coasts
did not see or hear about the heartland's "bad guys"
on their sets - like our "yippie," Adlai Stevenson III
of Illinois; our "Hart Troubler" of law and order, Philip
Hart of Michigan; and, by inference in spots using a
presidential speech, poor Vance Hartke of Indiana,
who if not one of those "peaceniks" himself is "permissive" toward them. The near media black-out of the
sights and sounds of the moribund and misnamed
"counter-culture" in the last year was only lifted in
some campaign spots to stick them on the straight.
As far as I can see, the only real issue that most campaign spots raised is the issue of those spots themselves.
Whatever else suffering the Incarnation "empirically,
here and now" might mean, it may mean taking up the
hard discipline of husbanding words and images in our
public life so they can do their proper work. Should the
Word of God find no words of men cleansed and readied
for their proper work of speaking truth in love, the calculated and manipulated confusion of our words and
images will itself be the beginning of a terrible divine
judgment. It is a small step from Babel to Babylon.
Television spots for political campaigning have fallen
far enough into smears and tricks, advertizing and public relations. Frank Reynolds of ABC has urged that
they be banned altogether. I could agree that 30-second
campaign spots should go the way of cigarette commercials and off our sets. Setting forth political candidates
and public issues in the manner of commercials for pro-

ducts is to trivialize still further our political system and
to bore and debase the electorate. The political spots
ought to be removed if only in fairness to the headache
remedies and deodorants.
What might well take the place of those spots before
our eyes? Nicholas Johnson of the FCC has come up with
a proposal worthy of close consideration. He advocates
free television time be offered to all candidates as a public service. The time should be equally apportioned
among all major party candidates and to others according to the votes received in prior elections or the number of signatures on petitions. The purchase of any additional time should be prohibited, and candidates should
be forbidden to use the free time in less than fiveminute segments.
Most importantly, when propagandistic techniques
are used, such propaganda should be followed immediately by some exposure of the candidates in settings
over which they have less control, such as a debate or a
press conference.
Johnson's proposal deserves study, refinement, and
a trial implementation in 1972. We can always go back
to shouting at one another and not listening to what
anybody is saying. But bi-partisan support of reform is
possible. Even Republicans, after this recent election,
could now move beyond their increasingly mindless
and self-serving attacks on television, save the millions
they spend to command it in campaigns, and start moving sincerely to reform it in the public interest. All
parties to the issue should take this one small step toward making the republic safe for democracy.
If brother Stringfellow's theology is on beam, there
is an issue for faith here, too. Christians gladly suffering
the Incarnation could join any thought and action to
rescue words and images from demonic use. It might
mean simply taking up the hard, ongoing Advent discipline of smoothing the rough places for words and
images which can yet speak the mercy and not just the
wrath of God upon the world.

See-ing

By CHARLES VANDERSEE

Love's Not Time's Fool
Two people at my university are about to be married.
I don't know either one of them, but I know something
about their guest list. Shakespeare will be present.
The Presbyterian campus minister stopped me the
other day and pulled out the service, being worried they
hadn't got the quotation right. Sonnet 116, you may remember, starts out as follows:
Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments. Love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds . ...
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It is most certainly not a wedding poem. If I were
teaching the poem I would teach it as hyperbole - pure
rhetorical exaggeration. True love, after all, does alter
when it finds alteration in the other person. Love is not
Campbell's Tomato Soup - the same grim cuprichrome
sludge in every can. Love is sometimes Cream of Celery.
Nor is love an "ever-fixed mark" or the unmoving
"star to every wandering bark." All Shakespeare's
images of constancy do not impress me, the cold companionship of a star least of all. I know something about
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the Petrarchan tradition of the 16th century, having
served a sentence in graduate school. You might occasionally be a bit sarcastic ("My mistress' eyes are nothing like the sun"), but generally good honest hyperbole
was what you wrote, because that's what people were
liking.
It was this irrelevance of Shakespeare to the ceremony
forthcoming in our Victorian Gothic chapel that was
still nagging me a few days later, when I accidentally
stumbled into another conversation. This was with a
student, a senior, and it was one of those marathons familiar to any professor with the slightest openness of
ear: an hours-long disclosure of years of war - war with
parents, church, military school, and the American
middle class ethic of fierce competition.
A truce now exists, induced by psychotherapy. The
therapist for this student is the chief "supportive" figure in his life. His alcoholic parents and their mercenary values are no use to him. His major field of study
offers no present challenge or future promise; nor does
any other way of life engender enthusiasm. A couple of
experiments with drugs have proved inconclusive and
unenlightening. Three or four small love affairs have
provided no stability. La donna e mobile.
Religiously his background has been Christian Pathology, that combination of hypocrisy, legalism, and
superficiality that has made America what it is. God
therefore is no supportive agent in his life, being merely
the Something outside man that has given the ecosystem
a certain harmony and order.
The person I am describing is a very typical twentyone-year-old individual. There are millions of Americans between 15 and 30 (and beyond) just like him,
though their parents, teachers, pastors (if any), and even
close friends often do not suspect it. The malady they
have in common cannot glibly be labeled anomie or
anxiety or intoned as "defective interpersonal relationships" or "crisis in values." Try using a full sentence,
with very short words: There is no one you can count on.

These Premises Open for Alterations
God is distant (which is even worse than being dead);
friends are fickle; adult models, besides being wrapped
up in themselves, are either corrupt and cynical or else
helpless cogs in a machine. Perhaps worst of all, you
cannot count on yourself. You are not even a self. In
your adolescent years, as Sociologist Edgar Z . Fridenberg points out, society prescribes who you are . It forces
you into a school building, and this becomes "for a decade or more the only lawful path toward maturation
that a young person may follow."
Hence the search. For some people God may be found
again. In the core of their hirsute heads some young
people really are disposed to believe. Others discover
the therapist. "He cares about me," said the student.
"He cares enough to really argue with me and take me
seriously." I don't believe in destroying supportive re-
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lationships, but I posed certain questions: Isn't that his
business, after all? Doesn't he do this for everybody he
sees? What do you do when he commits suicide, as the
statistics indicate he might? How long will it be before
he can turn you over to yourself? And then what?
There is no one you can count on. What I am coming
around to is a reluctant defense of marriage. If you do
not have God, and you want ultimately to put your
therapist in the wastebasket, you would do well to have
a wife (or husband). She (he) may not be an "ever-fixed
mark," but she has said aloud something that will ring
in her mind as long as her mind can know itself. She
(he) has said it publicly and said it formally - it was
not a teasing whisper, a line from a pop song, a Playmate's acquiescence. The words may not have been
Shakespeare's, but the daring and the danger were the
same: Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks.
But bears it out even to the edge of doom. No one else
wjll ever say this to a person - and mean it. And maybe
even live by it.
A human being needs a "supportive relationship" to use the term of my student. There is much talk these
days about new relationships seductive in their very
transience: communal families, the large spiritual entity of the young and free called Woodstock Nation, and
so forth. All of them have certain clear positive values.
They represent the demythologizing of sex and family,
which we need badly, along with the deplasticizing of
our Dale Carnegie relationships. But being temporary,
they are less than what the individual knows he needs.
They represent a new and curious hypocrisy. People
are attempting to assert that they do not need permanent relationships, when their inner self cries out that
this is a lie. The conflict is damaging too many people
that I know.
I have a feeling, given the present psychic state of
American culture, that by necessity secular modern man
is about due to revive marriage. Or, to be more accurate,
"discover" it - as Columbus discovered an America
that was already home to thousands of Indians. It will
have to be a discovery made by the individual himself,
relying on the needs he knows he possesses and is willing to acknowledge . It will have little to do with society's
conventions of rice and lace or with parents' beliefs .
Thus arrived at by a better and safer route than acculturation or blind fideism it has some chance for success,
I believe.
Those of us, on the other hand, who have come by the
old route of Cana and Mendelssohn to a placing of value
upon marriage may well find that we too have been
feeble in our perceptions of the real possibilities. For
we have, by and large, made a mess of wedlock, as the
tragic poetry of our statistics and our damaged suburban
children testify. We need to be shown afresh, if not by
the church then by secular man, that Shakespeare was
in the long run right. The possibilities that exist from
marriage - the profession and the practice indissoluble
- are indeed things "whose worth's unknown ." ·
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Political Affairs

Toward an Explanation of an Off- Year Election
----------------------------------------------------------------------------By ALBERT R.TROST

Although President Nixon, Vice President Agnew,
Democratic National Chairman O 'Brien, and many
others have given quick interpretations of last month's
elections, claiming national party victories or the success or failure of a certain electoral strategy, it is a rare
off-year election that manifests trends of a national
scope. At the least, recognition of national trends cannot come for several months. It is necessary to have data
that complement vote totals, preferably survey research
data from randomly-drawn samples.
Even without this data, one can reject the easy interpretations that have come from the mouths of national
political figures. Statements which do a special disservice are those of Administration spokesmen who
claim President Nixon has won "a significant ideological victory," or the President now has a "working majority of four on issues of national defense and foreign
policy. " Equally misleading is the statement of the
Democratic National Chairman that the Democrats
have scored "a fantastic victory."
As a matter of fact, what little evidence there is suggests that national party campaigns and intervention
by national personalities with "national issues" had
little to do with the outcome. More traditional and
stable factors, such as party identidication, seem to have
regained much of their lost influence from the 1968
election. More specifically, it is my thesis that the outcome (which showed a loss of two seats in the Senate by
the Democrats, and a gain of around 10 seats in the
House and 10 governorships for the same party) demonstrates the influence of two traditional factors, incumbency and party identification.
With the exception of the state of New York where
less traditional voting behavior is clearly in evidence,
especially in the election of the Conservative Party candidate for the U.S. Senate, these two traditional factors
helped the Democrats and hurt the Republicans . In the
past thirty years these traditional factors had helped
the Democrats a little more than they did this year.
However, the Republicans were hoping that these factors would have much less influence and that they would
be able to introduce new issues to displace especially the
factor of party identification. The Republicans were
not successful in realizing this objective.
The influence of incumbency is most evident in the
results of the House of Representatives and gubernatorial elections. For each office, the greater the influence
of the incumbency in 1970, the better the picture for the
Democrats. Out of 435 seats in the House, only ten in··
cumbents lost, 384 won, and the remaining 41 seats did
not involve incumbents.
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Of the 51 new members who will come to Congress in
January, only 24 will represent the opposite party from
his predecessor. This means only 5 1/2% of the total
seats in the House changed party hands. Since the Democrats had a substantial majority in the last Congress,
246-189, thefactorof incumbency conserves this position .
In recent times, incumbency has come to have a negative effect on governorships. Because of the financial
difficulties of the states and the need for governors of
both parties to increase taxes, incumbency for this office
is a liability. 35 of the 50 governors were selected in this
election . Before the election Republicans held 24 governorships. TQ.ey ended up losing 13 of these 24, gained
two that had been held by the Democrats, and sustained
a net loss of 11 states. Seven losses were suffered by incumbent governors.
Since the New Deal in the 1930's, the Democrats have
won majorities from the people whether the people call
themselves Democrats or Republicans. Many of these
self-identified Democrats, especially labor-union members and farmers, initially formed their connection for
economic reasons. When economic issues are central in
a campaign or when no issue or personality is notable,
the Democrats can get a majority of the vote nation-wide
on the strength of the majority of voters' party identification.
The economy, unemployment and inflation, were
factors in last month's election. The 52% to 48% Democratic majority in the vote for all congressional candidates in the country as a whole is evidence that the Republicans were not able to overcome traditional party
identification. They tried to displace it with issues like
crime in the streets or campus unrest, or by the intervention of the President personally in almost half of the
states.
This is not to say that the economy was the issue and
party identification the major factor in all states. The
Republicans were obviously able to counteract this factor in places such as New York, Maryland, Connecticut,
and Tennessee, especially in Senate races. However, in
most places, "the Southern strategy," a "conservative
posture," or whatever other name is given to the Republican attempt to soften or blur traditional Democratic
identification was not successful in this election. It resulted in Democratic majorities in the Senate, the
House, state houses, and the popular vote.
On the other hand , there is little reason for Democratic Party elation over this election . The factors that
helped them are largely out of their control, and traditional party identification may have been slightly eroded in the South (South Carolina especially) and in u r ban
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centers in the Northeast. The New York vote, especially,
indicates a challenge to traditional party identification.
The ethnic voter and the Catholic voter, traditional
Democratic categories, have been fleeing the Democratic Party in New York since 1964. The trend was stepped
up in this election.

A national victory for either party in November,
1970, is a false claim. The Republicans have not found
the key to break the Democratic majority for future elections. The Democrats, ironically the party of pragmatism and progress, hold a crumbling majority coalition based on tradition.

Music

Praising God and Singing
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - B Y WILLIAM F. EIFRIG, JR.

On December 16, 1770, a child was born; on March
26, 1827, the man died.
In the ordinary course of events the coming and going of yet another human being is no occasion for special observance. In this case, however, the coming
brought into the world some things that had not existed before, things which are of little intrinsic value and
yet have been treasured by many over this pair of centuries. They are only some pieces of music: sonatas,
symphonies, quartets, and opera, a few songs and choral
pieces. Isn 't it a remarkable fact that despite wars, inventions, fashions, and philosophies men still play for
one another the ephemeral tones ordered by the imagination of one they call Beethoven?
So powerful a force is this music upon the imaginations of the hearers that the bicentennial of the composer's birth requires commemoration. The birthday
party, though, is not to congratulate the man on his
achievement. We this month offer thanksgiving for a
life without which ours is unthinkable.
I sometimes exercise my imagination wondering how
life would be without the presence of some things so
familiar and cherished. How would I be different if my
Jiving room had not that wing-chair of comfortable design and pleasant color? Would my classes get along
without that quotation from Tovey? Can it be Christmas without the special menu and that box of precious
ornaments?
But these are just warm-ups. For some real exercise
try to imagine yourself deprived of the Parthenon, La
Primavera, "To be or not to be ... ,"or Mr. Pickwick and
his friends. Do you see? It can't be done . There is always the memory of the thing at the least and that is
important enou?;h to enlist your powers in the ranks of
those who would preserve these things to other generations. Great art makes conservationists of us all.
What of Beethoven commands preservation? Certainly not all of his output. Wholesale preservation is for
packrats and compulsive hobbyists. What then? Well
certainly the sunburst of the last movement in the Fifth
Symphony as it emerges out of the transition from the
scherzo. The quiet suggestion by the piano to the orchestra of the main theme which begins the Fourth Concerto. The nobility and reserve which mark the adagio of
the Sonata Pathetique. The sublimely longlived lines of
the quartet in Act I, Scene 4, of Fidelio. The overwhelm22

ing structural invention of the Eroica and the Emperor.
The ineffable leave-taking on Op. ll and Op. 134. I
don't suppose there is enough room in my luggage for
all the pieces I want with me when I find myself stranded on a desert island.
Why is it that the human critter in the face of this
wealth of musical gifts will so often insult both the gift
and the giver? Why does he concern himself with the
packaging, the delivery van, and the boy rather than
the gift itself?
One age made an idol of Beethoven. Intoxicated with
heady draughts of powerful music they worshipped
Genius and made over the concert hall into a temple.
Do you know the picture of Liszt playing to friends?
They are packed together at the left side among yards
of brown velvet. The necessary attractive lady is at the
pianist's feet. Liszt is in a rapture; his gaze rises above a
solemn bust on the piano. The artist implies that the
pianist draws strength from the sculptured image of
Beethoven.
Our age, on the other hand, is anti-heroic. We are suspicious of the man who seems more gifted than we. He
is cut down to our size. Our egalitarian instincts concentrate our attention on those traits which make the man
no different from the rest of us. Some scholars grow
desperate in the presence of greatness. A book is currently being marketed that explains away Beethoven's
musical genius by alleging psychological inadequacies.
We are told that his creative imagination was merely a
sublimation of the masculine and feminine forces at war
within him . Oh, wondrous book! And more wondrous
that some should take you seriously!
A mark of the Christian is his joyful acceptance of
gifts, ascribing the while all glory to the Giver. He who
is Christ's man avoids the twin errors, idolatry and disdain. He remembers the greatest gift of all, God Himself redeeming man's life. All gifts flow from this bounty. Some men sing music taught them by angels, others
listen, but both humble themselves in the face of divine
generosity .
Anyone who knows Beethoven recognizes this humility in him, unorthodox Christian though he was.
A December celebration is the more appropriate, then,
as we remember also the birthday of Our Lord. Thanks
be to God for great music and for the men who make it.
The Cresset

Books of the Month

Into the Breach at the Bar
THE UNCOMMON LAW . By A.P . Herbert. London: Methuen Company , Ltd.
(1935) 1969 .
Anyone who has had even a brief acquaintance with the history of Anglo-American
law knows that the common law was really
only infrequently the friend of the common
man . The struggles which have been so vividly set before us in these past few years between
property rights on the one hand and human
rights on the other were very often resolved
at common law in favor of the propertied
interest.
The common law system having been imported from England to the United States ,
readers, both lawyers and laymen , may enjoy
Sir A.P. Herbert's book The Uncommon Law
which successfully pokes fun at the various
absurdities and idiosyncrasies of the legal
system itself, judges, lawyers, and litigants .
Mr. Herbert was qualified for the bar but
never practised. He has devoted the greater
portion of his life to writing and to the elimination of many laws he felt to be absurd or
unfair. He also spent some time as a member
of Parliament. He has been a bitter and vocal
opponent of the system of divorce laws in
England.
Through the cold print on the pages of this
volume, one can almost visualize the puckish
smile on the face of Herbert as he unleashes
his fictional hero , Mr. Albert Haddock,
among the various courts and administrative
agencies of England. Mr. Haddock 's specialty is the challenge of tax laws . One almost
feels that he has in Mr. Haddock an ombudsman bringing to the attention of the courts
the inequities of the various revenue measures.
One of the most famous episodes in the
book , commonly referred to as the "Negotiable Cow ," relates the story of Mr. Haddock's payment to the collector of taxes which
took place only after long and bitter negotiation . The collector finally demanded the sum
of 57 pounds and Mr. Haddock dutifully
conveyed to the collector his check for that
amount written on the side of a very much
alive white cow. Mr. Haddock conducted the
cow into the collector's office, tendered it to
the collector in payment of income tax and
demanded a receipt.
As one might expect, the collector was
somewhat nonplussed, and eventually refused to accept the payment - tax collector's
being the somewhat unhumorous sort that
they are. Mr. Haddock was victorious in the
court - the opinion indicating that an order
to pay is an order to pay, whether it is made
on the back of an en velope or on the back of
a cow. This particular case was recreated by
the BBC on television in 1967 and was picked
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up by several newspapers in the United States
as a serious news item .
In a case entitled Rex v. Haddock, or "Is it
a Free Country?" we again find our hero , Mr.
Haddock, in the clutches of the law. He was
standing on the Hammersmith Bridge during
the Hammersmith Regatta when a bystander
bet him a pound that he wouldn't jump off.
Mr. Haddock replied , "Bet you I will ," removed his coat, handed it to his companion
and jumped into the water. He then swam
toward the bank but was overtaken by a river
police boat. Our friend was then charged with
(a) causing an obstruction; (b) being drunk
and disorderly; (c) attempting to commit
suicide; (d) conducting the business of a street
bookmaker; (e) endangering the lives of mariners ; and (f) interfering with an authorized
regatta. The judges at the appeal are not
really sure which of the charges sustained the
conviction of Mr. Haddock, but they are sure
that he must have been guilty of something.
Mr. Herbert at this point makes us aware of
the numerous laws , ordinances , statutes, et
cetera, that tend to shape and most probably
constrict our lives .
From a Negotiable Cow to a Swan Song
Then he has Lord Light, L .C .J ., say in his
opinion "It cannot be too clearly understood
that this is not a free country , and it will be
an evil day for legal profession when it is . The
citizens of London must realize that there is
almost nothing they are allowed to do . Prima
facie all actions are illegal , if not by Act of
Parliament, by Order in Council ; and, if not
by Order in Council , by Departmental or
Police Regulations, or By-laws. They may not
eat where they like, drink where they like,
walk where they like, drive where they like,
sing where they like, or sleep where they like."
"And least of all may they do unusual actions 'for fun'. People must not do things for
fun . We are not here for fun . There is no reference to fun in any Act of Parliament. If anything is said in this Court to encourage a
belief that Englishmen are entitled to jump off
bridges for their own amusement the next
thing to go will be the Constitution . For these
reasons , therefore , I have come to the conclusion that this appeal must fail. It is not for
me to say what offense the appellant has committed , but I am satisfied that he has committed some offense, for which he has been
most properly punished ."
It should be apparent by now that people
who think it is unpatriotic to poke fun at the
law, or lawyers who are caught up with the
dignity of their profession, will not be particularly amused by this book. It does , however, in a rather lighthearted way , expose

some of the more ragged nerve ends of our
legal system and our way of administering
and functioning within that system.
In a case entitled "Swan Song" or Pratt,
G.K. v. Pratt, P. Sir Oliver Slick , K.C .. M.P ..
was discussing a divorce action in front of the
judge and had admitted that this case was to
be his last. Following his introductory remarks
Sir Oliver continued . "Well , milord , the facts
are very simple . This is just one of the ordinary trumped-up upper-class divorce cases .
you know , which nowadays, as a rule. we
don 't bother to open at all. The lady's just
bored with him , that's all. Well, I mean, in
these days , living with the same husband,
week after week, for a while year - Society
girls can't stand it. There's nothing unpleasant
in the case, nobody's done anything wrong ,
but my client wants to marry a chap in the
Guards - Jack Filter - you know , milord ,
fellow with the eyeglass you met at the club
the other day , so we've pitched this yarn about
Pratt and Elizabeth Mugg. ."Now this may
offend the sensibilities of some of our readers
who are convinced of the infallibility of the
adversary system as a producer of legal proof.
but nonetheless it does depict a reality .
This volume is full of the exploits of Sir
Anthony Dewlap , the Attorney General, our
friend , the litigious Mr. Haddock . and Sir
Ethelred Rutt, K .C., advocate extraordinare .
It pokes and probes into the questions of what
is the difference between libel and slander,
does it really make any difference whether
you send your children to school, are expert
witnesses really expert, a few choice corrupt
practices , and a generally constant battle
against the revenue raising system. There is
fun , but there is also a great deal of light shed
in a subtle way upon the rather strange devices we sometimes employ to govern ourselves. It also illustrates the bramble bush
that lawyers and legislators can make out of
a few simple laws.
Occasionally I found it a bit difficult to
catch the little nuances that might make some
of the passages more humorous to our English
cousins . The volume is organized into sixtysix separate cases so that the reader may pick
and choose and skip from one to another. You
may also take the book in short doses.

It is a pleasant diversion and will teach
the reader more about the legal processes than
many lawyers know themselves. Indeed, it
was Dr. Herman Hesse, the Distinguished
Service Professor of Mechanical Engineering
at Valparaiso University, who pushed this
book upon me with a knowing look and urged
me like a solicitor to review it.
ALAN S. MORRISSON
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The Visual Arts

Settlers and Indians
-----------------------------------------------------------------------------RICHARDH.W.BRAUER

By RICHARD WIEGMANN

Sensitivity-training and non-verbal communication
are two ideas that are frequently encountered these
days. The human relations people, the media people,
and the audio-visual people have joined ranks with the
art people to bring these twin concepts to the fore in
the field of education and elsewhere.
If these forces are seen as a rescue party appearing on
the horizon, in the tradition of the old-fashioned Western, they arrive not a moment too soon. Many of the
settlers lie in the dust suffering from deprivation of
food and drink. Most of them are too weakened and
insensible to realize even that they are suffering. Another group is in the vicinity. They are young, culturally different, and they seem to enjoy every spectacle of
noise, color, movement, confusion, violence and smoke.
A few of them wear outrageously colorful body paint,
feathers and beads. Do both these groups, settlers and
Indians alike, have something to gain from the arrival
of the rescuing calvary?
Since this is to be an article about art, let's leave the
Western setting and make a quick jump-cut to a scene in
a museum of contemporary art. One of today's average,
settled citizens approaches a Jackson Pollock painting
and says: "What is it? My three year-old could do as
well. It is a hoax. I don't see anything in modern art."
In a few tight lines of dialog he sums up the main theses
of popular art criticism during the last twenty years. Such
criticism applied first to Abstract Expressionism, but it
became useful also for minimal art and other developments.
Such a scene in a gallery prompts the question: How
can so many people stand before a Pollock painting
bursting with a colorful skein of energetic lines and
say, "I don 't see anything"? How can they be so insensible? I think one answer lies in the fact that while they
were in school, their senses were all but ignored; teaching and learning were almost totally verbal. Their senses
were starved while they were smothered in dry, dusty
words. Education has concentrated on building a vocabulary about things rather than helping children experience and sense first-hand what and how things are.
Meaning thus seems to be contained in words rather
than in things and experiences themselves. Knowing is
having the right verbal equivalents.
When confronting work-of-art experiences (or, for
that matter, any experience) people so taught expect
to be able to ask "What is it?" and get a straight answer
in a few words. A painting is no-thing if it doesn't repre-
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sent an image that they can recognize and label appropriately. If they perceive no nameable objects in a nonobjective painting, they often conclude that it is meaningless, worthless, childish or a hoax. It is not an illogical assumption if based solely on verbal learning and
knowing.
If a work of art makes no sense to them, it may be because they are unwilling or unable to sense what there
is. They have learned to place no value on their sensations even though the senses are a basic means of information-gathering for the human being. They have not
been made aware that understanding in an esthetic experience lied primarily in things like swooping lines
of color or the graceful arc of a dancer's gesture. If they
understand that feelings are important in artistic experience, they prefer to be told what those feelings are
rather than rely on their own feelings.
Of course, verbal learning is essential in the educating
process, but a total lack of emphasis on sensory understanding would seem to encourage people to reject experiences where words do not suffice. They dismiss an
obscure film as awful when perhaps they should mean
awe-full. They are apt to reject those experiences wherein historical, literary, pictorial or other associations
come hard, if at all, and where they are left to uncover
meanings or create their own. They are unable to respond
with simple curiosity, wonder and delight and a willingness to let intuition and creative insight take over. If
sensory awareness and the sense of the mysterious atrophy through reliance on verbal substitutes, people
have a severely curtailed ability to grasp meanings in
their daily lives.
With or without a stress on sensitivity and non-verbal
learning in school, today's children and young people
have been growing up differently than did their parents. Their perception and understanding of the world
are different, for their senses are bombarded ceaselessly
by everything from the sound of transistor radios to
the sights of light shows and Life magazine. Today's
young people experience the world hard-rocked, amplified, overlapped, telescoped, jump-cut, magnified, sped
up, slowed down, flash-backed, repeated multi-screened,
split, black and white and analine-dyed. Some choose
to experience the world with sensations heighted and
mind expanded by drugs. After witnessing a lifetime
juxtaposition of images of death, Captain Kangaroo,
and middle-aged men and women who discover sensual
satisfaction in "squeezing the Charmin," the young
should find that experiencing a Jackson Pollock painting is elementary.
The Cresset

One of the interesting and probably inevitable developments of our time is the multi-media presentation.
If John Dewey's concept of art as concentrated and distilled experience is still valid in this case, the multimedia form seems to amplify only the multifarious or
chaotic nature of life. Impact replaces the order and
harmony once expected in art form; all-at-once-ness
replaces emphasis and focus; sensation seems to overwhelm meaning. When your senses are challenged by
many simultaneous visual and auditory stimuli, everything else is excluded, and you cannot escape what is
happening to you in the present moment. The responsibility for art-making seems to be placed on the viewer;
he has to sort things out for himself and make his own
connections.
Does the sensory and sensual orientation of much in
our current culture serve to heighten sense-awareness
or does it have a sense-dulling effect similar to the ear
damage caused by sustained listening to overly loud
rock music. Being unable to avoid your sensations and
being able to use your senses discriminately to explore
the world you live in are not the same thing. There is
evidence that the senses of many are so glutted that
greater and greater excitement must be generated before they become aware and turn on. Can the multimedia experience become like kitsch or pornography exciting and emotionally stimulating but empty and
incapable of helping people discover insights and meanings in their everyday lives?
The settlers and the Indians share a common need.
Both need to develop their capacity to look for meanings and values in sensed experiences. Perhaps the
settler with his sturdy common sense can appreciate a
still life painting titled "Still Life with Oranges, Knife,
and Stuffed Pheasant" but is incensed rather than stimulated by an action painting. Perhaps the Indian grooves
on incense and light shows and Day-glo murals but cannot appreciate the subtle, Spartan elegance of a Morandi
still life. Both need to learn to use their senses more
fully.

Esthetic sensitivity is crucial in a world where people
have let their environment deteriorate before their eyes
and where millions of people live in unnecessarily ugly
and boring urban surroundings. The kind of education
which provides for knowing exclusively through verbal equivalents and allows the capacity of the senses to
diminish is nonsense education. On the other extreme
any experience that does no more than assault or tickle
the senses cannot develop mature sensitivity.
Sensitivity (to people, places, things, qualities, feelings, and ideas) and sensory awareness have always
characterized the artist. But the capacity for developing these qualities lies within every person of any age
or culture. It is a defeat of the human spirit when tor
any reason this development is curtailed in a person,
be he settler or Indian.

Richard Wiegmann teaches art at Concordia Teachers College, Seward,
Nebraska, and creates art for churc hes. Recently he had a one-man
exhibition of mixed-media constructions at the Sloan Gallery of Valparaiso University.

Richard Wiegmann. photographer. "Car Painting,"
Los Angeles , 1970.

Emil Zahn. UNTITLED STILL LIFE. oil on canvas. 8 " x 16", 1889 . A gift to Valparaiso University by the Zahn family, 1970.
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The Theatre

New York - London - New York
- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - B y WALTER SORELL

I am always longing for London when back in New
York, and never the other way round. It has not only
to do with the people and the atmosphere they create
for themselves, with the solidity which is inescapable
and the culture which embraces you, but also with the
theatre reflecting England's glorious past and the trials
of its nowness.
The Royal Court Theatre's latest playwrights are
good. And the three plays in question are or will be done
in New York as well as in London. "As well as" is no
slip of the tongue because Edward Bond's Saved, produced by the Chelsea Theatre Center of Brooklyn, was
not done better in London than here, and the other
two will be produced on Broadway with the British cast
almost intact: David Storey's Home and Christopher
Hampton's The Philanthropist.
Saved is Bond's first play, written in a traditionally
realistic style. It tells a story with a beginning, middle
and an end, and in this sequence. But it is very much of
our time, so much so that one leaves the theatre with the
feeling of utter despair and shame of belonging to the
species of homo - what is the other word? One is desperate and ashamed, but one is not ready to give up .
There is not only poetry in this realistic flower of evil,
there is a touch of the goodness of man, of real love beyond all doubts, limitations and humiliations.
Len is a young man falling in love with a rather confused, sex-hungry girl, Pam . In a home of gloom she
lives with her parents who have learned to live side by
side against one another. Pam tolerates Len in the house
while carrying on with a tough guy, Fred. She gives
birth to Fred's child for which Len displays more love
than its own mother. In a scene in which Fred finally
breaks with Pam, she leaves the perambulator with the
child onstage. Fred first watches and then joins a gang
of toughs stoning the child to death. Such an event would
not be impossible in Greek tragedy, but the occurrence
would be told by a messenger and not created on stage
as a highly dramatic crescendo.
To make things worse for us, Alan Schneider, who
directed this play excellently, had the fiendish idea
of showing us a live baby previous to this scene. It made
a gory image even more frightening. Although until
then the situation seems hopeless for hero and heroine,
the play ends with Len's and Pam's acceptance of their
sad reality. But in doing so in the most eloquently silent
scene at the very end, fraught with the highest dramatic
power, the spectator is simply overcome by the strength
of belonging in the hero, by the will to sacrifice his
life to the whims of the woman he deeply loves and to
the cruel pattern of a family life. Who is saved? All
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four: the parents, Pam and Len, and mainly the belief
that there is a spark of humanness in life that can be so
inhuman.
One cannot help feeling even greater compassion,
but far more despair when seeing Storey's Home in
which John Gielgud and Ralph Richardson star. Home
is a strange blend of a Pinteresque Beckett or a Beckettesque Pinter. It is difficult to say which is stronger.
Perhaps the sweep of the fascinating, unreal-real dialogue is Beckett's, the frightful pauses are Pinter's, but
the amalgam of both is unmistakably characteristic of a
new talent of great magnitude.
The play takes place before and after lunch in a mental
institution, but the dialogue between the two men raises
a question of how far the sane audience is removed from
the ill actors. There is a twilight of existence in what
they say, and their search for a mutual understanding
of their being comes painfully close to humanity groping in mental daylight.
Christopher Hampton's Philanthropist is a contemporary Misanthrope in reverse, one who wants to escape his obviously hidden obsession with the innate
stupidity of man's follies by becoming a ridiculous yessayer. He likes everything and everyone, and his inability to decide and to say no gets him into trouble .
This middle-aged professor of philology wants to marry
a young girl. He is so clumsy in coping with the most
ordinary realities and so desperate to be accepted that
he cannot refuse being conquered by a girl who means
nothing to him while misunderstanding the willingness
of his fiancee.
The play begins with a gimmick. A fifth-rate young
playwright shoots himself mistakenly while demonstrating the final scene of his play. It has nothing to
do with the play itself, but strangely enough works.
The play ends as inconclusively as the hero's life remains vague when the curtain falls. If the drawing-room
comedy is dead, this is one very much alive and taking
place in an obtrusive liv\ng room. But it is shot through
with the anguish of our time, with the existentialist feeling of utter futility of life. The play thrives on the author's wit who created an outsider of our society - neither a hippie nor revolutionary - but one of whom we
rarely think: the lonely man who desperately wants to
conform and be accepted. By affirming too much he
denies himself. Perhaps this is why Christopher Hampton calls the play a "bourgeois comedy."
It warms one's heart to see once again a civilized play
in an uncivilized world thinking so highly of the progress of its civilization.
The Cresset

Editor-At-Large

By JOHN STRIETELMEIER

Thoughts on Poverty
It is a terrible, heart-breaking thing to be poor. Even
so me of us who are comfortably middle class know how
painful it is to have to refuse a child something that he
wants and would profit from having, simply because
the money isn 't there. But what we experience as a sometimes thing is a daily pain of the poor and it gives rise
to a deep sense of personal inadequacy, of being a loser
in a society which defines losing not merely as a misfortune but as a moral fault.

Perhaps nowhere else in the world is it as hard to be
poor as in the United States. In most of the poorest countries in the world , poverty is the norm . And since it is
the norm it can be accepted. In other countries, where
poverty is more the exception than the rule, no moral
blame attaches to the misfortune of being poor. But in
our country the myth is that there is abundance, even
affluence, beyond all measure - more than enough to
maintain in comfort anybody who is ready, willing, and
able to work . And so, if one doesn't have his share of
that affluence, it is his own fault.
I write with a certain amount of anger. I grew up
among the poor and for the past twenty years I have
lived, by choice, in the poor section of my town. I know
and can testify that the image which Middle America
has created of the poor is a lie. Poverty is a symptom ,
not a disease. And its cure must be much more radical
than anything we have hitherto attempted through
"welfare" programs. We must first of all diagnose and
secondly strike at those morbid conditions in our society
which create and maintain poverty.
One of these, quite obviously, is racism. Most of the
poor are black and many of them are poor because they
are black. We comfort ourselves with the fact that, despite enormous odds, a certain percentage of the black
population manages to make it in our society and we
use this fact as reinforcement of our conviction that if
the rest of our black citizens had any gumption or getup-and-go or whatever it is that we fancy we have, the
problem of black poverty would be solved. Meanwhile
we pile the blacks up in collapsing tenements or prisonlike public housing projects, send their children to
schools that were obsolete two generations ago, deny
them jobs commensurate with their learning or skills,
and write welfare rules and regulations which fail utterly to take into account the peculiar characteristics of
black culture and society. (The fatherless family annoys
us particularly, and we are willing to damn any number
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of black children to lives of futility to get even with the
s.o.b.s who sired them .)
A second morbid condition which creates and maintains poverty among us is our attitude toward the old.
I have seen it and perhaps you have, too - that look in
the eyes of an old man or woman, a look almost of entreaty. We have dishonored old age and made it a time
of troubles. In my own neighborhood, two old people
in the past five years have lost everything - personal
property, their cars, their homes - because they had the
misfortune to develop chronic illnesses in their old age.
I am impressed over and over again by the degree of
anxiety which our old folks feel, an anxiety aggravated
by the fear that even if their chi ldren do take care of
them in their old age it is done grudgingly. We need to
ask ourselves what kind of a society is it that we have·
created, a society in which long life is seen not as a mark
of divine favor but as a threat of emptiness and vexation of spirit.
And a third condition which creates and maintains
poverty among us is an anachronistic rugged individualism which says, " Nuts to you, Buster. I look out for
myself, you look out for yourself, and the devil take the
guy that can't look out for himself." By some this attitude is sanctified as capitalism and it is mistakenly identified with our great national tradition. Members of the
healing professions seem to be particularly attached to
this point of view, perhaps because it has turned them
an enormous (not to say unconscionable) profit. What
we need to recognize is that our main-line tradition has
not been one of unbridled competition but one of cooperation. It is only since the Civil War that we have
made a virtue of unlimited competition. Before the War
(and indeed since) our tradition was one of community
barn-raisings, poor relief, grazing on the common land ,
and other forms of cooperation which provide a respectable ancestry to the much-maligned welfare state.
These morbid conditions need to be corrected if we
are to make any substantial gains in the war against
poverty. Christmas time reminds us of One whom many
of us claim to follow. One who was born poor and who
never lost His compassion for those who couldn 't make
it. There is a word of His that comes ringing down the
years: "Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of the least of
these, my brethren, ye have done it unto me." The realization that this is indeed so might be reason enough for
us to make sure that we, at least, are part of the solution,
and not part of the problem.
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The Pilgrim
"All the trumtJets sounded for him on the other side"
PILGRIM'S PROGRESS

Christmas, 1970
By JOHN KRETZMANN

Dear Father,
This is a Christmas letter. For years now, just at this
season, your sons have been the sometimes baffled but
often excited recipients of strange and wonderful musings- all ofthis, even more strangely and wonderfully,
on the back of a magazine.
You have reminded us that, rightly understood and
experienced, this is a season of, by, for, and about children. The event at the manger calls us back to an innocence and a wholeness which is more often the property
of the cradle than of the business office, the classroom,
even the pulpit. I'm not certain, though, that I've yet
really understood this incredible event. So in the hope
of clarifying the meaning of Christmas I've enclosed
some clippings about it.
A visitor to our town, one Mary of Nazareth, was
admitted today to the psychiatric wing of Elijah
Memorial Hospital for observation. The woman ,
recently delivered of her first-born child, had
claimed that the child was a King.

This is also, ironically enough, a letter about the
church, the topic of our mutual concem which you introduced so well last month. The reality here is evidently all too painfully clear to both of us. A tragic and
nearly insuperable distance separates the ethos of Bethlehem from the spirit of that most contradictory of social institutions, the church. But you know and feel that
distance, having fought to overcome it, far more acutely
than I. Clearly, the only possible response to your
column of last month is a hearty amen . Pater peccavimus. Ne memento.
Three exalted bishops, heads of denominations
claiming a membership of some 100 million souls,
today brought gtfts to the new King. Ceremonies
began in the palace courtyard, where the Marine
Corps band joined the Tabernacle Choir in a stirring rendition of patriotic and religious music. The
guests then moved inside where, after enjoying a
sumptuous meal, they presented their gifts to the
new King. The size of the gifts, which consisted of
stocks and gold certificates, drew gasps of admiration from the crowd of assembled dignitaries. The
new king, unfortunately, was unable to attend the
festivities and was unavailable for comment.
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Having entered the confessional together in our running dialogue, let me take up my pen as your ally. What
is it, let us ask together, that the Christmas story calls
us to be as the church? How may the church, being in
arid of the world, become more than merely the present
culture's "transcendentalizing" agent as Robert Hoyer
described it in last month's Cresset? How may the
church credibly find its mission once again, as Gibson
Winter puts it, as the discloser of meaning? We agree,
at least, on the nature of the questions.
King Herod today, with the approval of the attorney general and with the promise of full cooperation from the FBI, the House Internal Security
Committee, and the Army Intelligence Unit, announced plans fo·r a sweeping 'rehabilitation program ' which will affect the first-born in every
house. Citing evidence a massed by psychologists
showing tendencies toward radicalism in oldest
children, the King explained, 'These kids appear
unable to accept the responsibilities of adulthood. '
According to the latest King 's poll, released with the
announcement, none of the children interviewed
understood the King's action.
NEWS ANALYSIS From Bethlehem today comes
the amazing news of the birth of a new King,
one whose Kingdom, insiders report, 'is not of this
world. ' If this report is verified, Herod and indeed
all of the empire will be in real danger . . . .

If we are to take these questions about the church seriously this Christmas, we must accept as necessary one
precondition to our search for answers. The church
must simply renounce, once again, its role as ratifier of
extant cultural relativities and the going meanings .
That "incredible interruption of history" which we
celebrate at Christmas calls us to quite another task,
quite another state of mind. Let us rejoice therefore in
the birth of the new King, hoping in Him for our own
new birth.

Perhaps this is close to the message you've been trying to get through to your somewhat thick-headed sons
for more than a score of Christmases past. Sometimes,
especially on Christmas Eve, I think I begin to understand. Especially in our ignorance and fearfulness,
then, may the Child bring his grace and mystery to us
all.
Merry Christmas, Father.
The Cresset

